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God said, " Let there be light ! " 
Grim darkness felt his might, 

And fled away ; 
Then startled seas and mountains cold 
Shone forth, all bright in blue and gold. 

And cried, " 'T is day ! 't is day ! " 
" Hail, holy light ! " exclaimed 
The thunderous cloud that flamed 

O'er daisies white ; 
And lo ! the rose, in crimson dressed, 
Leaned sweetly on the lily's breast, 

And blushing, murmured " Light ! " 

Ebenezeb Elliott. 
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THE ELFIN SPMNO. 

BY SLIZABETH DOTEN. 

•• Mylitta, likewise, with her mirror came ; 
And Phospharos looked into it, and saw 
Wrote on the azure of infinity 
The long-forgotten name, and the remembrance 
Of hit birthplace y gleaming as in light of gold." 

See Werner's Sohne dee Thalt 

Soft and clear as it falls on Italian plains fell 
the silent moonlight on the rude old towers of 
Castle Lowenherz. Deep moats, loflj battlements, 
massive gates, lonely towers where the winds 
shrieked through the deserted chambers like trou- 
bled spirits, and mouldering turrets mantled with 
ivy where the bats ibund shelter by day, and 
the owls hooted at midnight, — thus it stood, a fitting 
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12 THE ELFIN SPRING. 

emblem of the departed glory of the ancient race of 
Lowenherz, Those burly old Norsemen, who once 
smote with their spears upon their shields, and made 
the spacious halls ring with their shouts of victory, 
now slumbered peacefully in the vaults of the 
castle; and the only representatives left of the 
noble line were the brave old Baron Rodolph, and 
his son Gottlieb. Around were the dark pine 
forests swaying to and fro in the moonlight, and 
beyond were the snow-capped mountains, rising peak 
above peak, till their summits were lost in the 
clouds. 

In the midst of these mountain solitudes, in a 
wild spot, seldom visited by the foot of man, was 
the Elfin Spring. Its crimson waters, gushing up 
from the midst of tangled roots and broken rocks, 
forced themselves over the uneven way, till they 
fell in a miniature cascade into a deep basin, which, 
although without seeming outlet, never ovei-flowed 
the brink. Around it were the Alpine flowers 
blooming in unseen beauty, huge stones covered 
with soft green moss, and stately pines filling the 
air with solemn music. And yet, wild and beau- 
tiftd and enchanting as was this quiet spot, super- 
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stition had connected with it such a singular 
tradition, that- it was carefully avoided. It is 
related that Baron Herkules, one of the noble race 
of Lion-hearts, was a great hunter. In one of his 
excursions, he chased a gazelle to this lonely spot, 
where as yet no fountain had burst. Here he met 
with Elfrida, the daughter of the Elfin King. En- 
chanted with her beauty, he sought her for his 
bride. To this the Elves strongly objected, unless 
he should first, with solemn oath, renounce his faith 
in God, and swear allegiance to Satan. The price 
was great, but the baron's passion was much 
greater. He hesitated for a time, and then jdelded, 
secretly resolving, if Satan proved too hard a 
master, to give him battle. 

Upon the night of the New-Year, all the spirits 
of earth and air had gathered to the bridal ; when, 
to the surprise of all, Schwarz, the Black Spirit 
of the Mountains, made a descent upon them with a 
company of Ice-giants, and declared the ceremony 
should not proceed, as he had not been properly 
consulted in the matter. An altercation ensued 
between him and the bridegroom elect. Baron 
Herkules, drawing his dagger, rushed upon the 
2 
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Black Spirit; but he cunningly avoided him, and 
the dagger was plunged deep in the heart of Elfrida. 
She was immediately changed into a rock, and 
from the wound gushed forth a stream of mingled 
blood and water. The Elves and Ice-giants vanished 
in a whirlwind of fury; and Baron Herkules, left 
alone to his love and despair, threw himself into the 
basin of the fountain, and was never heard of more. 
From thence he became the ghostly proprietor of the 
fountain; and it is said that he who drinks of 
those waters is filled with a most wonderful cour- 
age, and a wisdom that understands all mysteries, — 
but in his heart the name of God is a forgotten 
word forever. 

Gottlieb, the youngest of the Lion-hearts, now 
stood alone by the fountain. Pale, and slight in 
form, with his hair falling in heavy ringlets upon 
his shoulders, he bore little resemblance to the por- 
traits of his grim old ancestors, that adorned the 
castle walls ; but tihe flashing of his eye and lofty 
bearing told that the ancient blood was yet leaping 
like fire through his veins. He knelt beside the 
fountain, and plunging his hand in the waters, 
pressed it passionately to his brow and lips. ** Her- 
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kules ! " he cried. '* Dread Spirit ! hear me ! I am 
the last of the Lion-heai Is, but an evil genius cursed 
me in the elements of being. See here! this 
woman's face and hand, and with them all the wild 
proud blood of our ancient race is bubbling up like 
a hot geyser in mj heart. My spirit chafes like a 
caged lion, and threatens in the strife to batter down 
these walls of clay, and rise once more into that 
boundless element from which it came. O, give 
me freedom ! Give me life ! I watch the red 
light on the mountain tops, and hear the shepherd's 
pipes calling the flocks to |»asture. Through the 
long, long day, I see the woods and hills, the 
glaciers gleaming from the rifted mountain tops, 
and the wide-arching sky, in one eternal sameness ; 
and at night I hear the shepherd's pipes calling the 
flocks from pasture, the hum of children's voices, 
the echo of a vesper hymn, and then all is still. 
Thus I dream, dream on, while the deep fires 
within me burn and rage, and feed upon the very 
sources of my being. O ! I had rather be an eagle 
soaring in the glorious light of day, a meteor 
flashing through the midnight, or a majestic pine to 
battle with the storms, and shout a welcome to the 
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spirits that hide among my branches. Thus have I 
sought this fount, and in my madness something 
whispers, * Drink I ay, drink! though with your 
woe and weakness you forget all else beside.' " 

" Well said, young Lion-heart ! " cried a loud 
voice. 

Gottlieb sprang to his feet, and turning, he be- 
held a tall stranger, clad in dark garments, standing 
near him ; but the shadow that fell from the heavy 
crest of plumes that adorned his hat entirely con- 
cealed his features. 

" Who are you, and why are you here ? " asked 
Gottlieb, in a haughty tone. 

" Pardon me," replied the stranger, courteously, 
at the same time removing his hat, and revealing in 
the clear moonlight a broad forehead, white as 
polished marble, beneath which glittered a pair of 
eyes so deep and fiery they seemed to wither at a 
glance, — "I am Rupert Schwarz, and I came 
hither to get a drink from yonder fountain." 

" Then be you welcome," said Gottlieb, stepping 
aside. 

The stranger advanced, and taking a cup from 
his bosom, thrice he filled it, and thrice he drained 
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it dry. " Ha ! this is better than wine of France ! 
he exclaimed ; and filling the cap again, he offered 
it to Gottlieb. He caught the glance of the 
stranger's eye, and waved the cup aside. " No ! " 
h J said ; " when I wish to drink of yonder fountain, 
I m\\ help myself." 

" You are afraid," said Schwarz, smiling soomiully. 

"Afraid!" shouted Gottlieb, foriously, as he 
plucked his dagger from its sheath ; " who dares say 
that Gottlieb Lowenherz is afraid ! " 

" I do," coolly replied Schwarz. 

For some moments they stood like two Hons at 
bay, with their eyes fixed intently on each other's 
countenances. 

"Young man," continued Schwarz, "restnunyour 
passion. I doubt not your valiant spirit, but yoa 
are afraid of being strong and wise, — afraid of the 
idle superstition that hangs about this fountain." 

"Never! I would renounce all that I now 
possess of hope and joy in life, if I might loose my 
untried energies, and rise with giant power and 
intellect above my fellow-men. But beyond this 
life is darkness; and the solemn question stands 
before us, — what is it to forget one*s God ? " 
2* 
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18 Tlllf ELFIX SPRING. 

" GUxi ! Grod ! " repeated Schwarz, and burst into 
a laugh which was given back by the wild echoes 
like the voices of kindred spirits. 

"It is the hallowed name of the All Father, 
Creator of men a"^. angels." 

"A great delusion, rather! What S£ud that 
noble spirit, — he who died amid the scofis and 
insults of his fellow-men, because he gave them 
light of which they were unworthy? Called h» 
not God *the world's great Idol'? Ah! there is 
wisdom higher &t than this, which is but little 
known. There are kings and prince in the earth 
without their crowns and sceptres ; priests without 
their robes, and prophets that never prophesy. 
Poor, blind humanity sits at the £x>t of Igdrasil, 
the Tree of Life, and wonders at the darkness. 
Only a few brave souls have caught the apples of 
immortal life, as Iduna let them Ml. They hear 
the sound of the golden Telyn, and walk with 
Baldar the beautiful, where Fraa creates eternal 
spring. But, no! Why should I tell you this? 
Such words are only meet for those who yearn for 
glory, honor, power, with an immortal love. Fare- 
well." 
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" Stay ! stay ! " said Gottlieb, as he sehaod him 
by the mantle ; " I would hear you further." 

" Listen, then. Glory is found in war no more, 
and lion-hearts must perish, unless they find some 
nobler, higher sphere of action; and, urged by 
strong necessity, a few have found it." 

"Where?" 

"Everywhere! Down in the bowels of these 
mountains, amid the silent shades of Hela; &r in 
the sunny realms of Gladheim, and beyond the 
gleaming pathway of the stars, where Copernicus, 
and Kepler, and Tycho Brahe, revel in the light 
they saw so dimly from the earth. Philosophy 
has lent the key; and when men stand in that 
enchanted realm, they see themselves as gods. The 
seven-colored bridges of the skies serve them as 
pathways to their footsteps. They make the light- 
nings do their will. The sorceries and enchant- 
ments known in ancient Egypt, and the miracles 
that make men tremble, to them become fkmiliar as 
a household tale. They talk with mighty spirits 
of the past ; and from the conquering heroes who 
made the hills run blood, and filled the earth with 
mourning, they take the pent-up fire, and like a 
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vial of wrath pour it upon the earth. Then king- 
doms are divided, and tyrants tremble on their 
thrones; and all over the wide earth the young 
republics rise and struggle into being. What eaj 
you to all this ? " 

" Show me the way. I follow." 

" Then take this cup ; drink strength and wisdom, 
and forget the follies of this idle age." 

Gottlieb seized the cup and raised it to his lips, 
and then as hastily withdrew it. 

" No, not yet ! " he said ; " for I am not alone.- 
There is an angel in the earth has laid her gentle 
hand in mine, and bound me unto her with all the 
tenderest ties of being. She sees God in the flow- 
ers, and hears him in the summer wind; and all 
her nature gushes out in one great thought of love 
and gcxxlness. I see her even now, with those sweet 
eyes, blue as the gentian on the glacier's brink, and 
hear that voice of music calling me back to her. 
Engel ! my love ! I will not leave thee ! ** 

" Poor, weak, faint-hearted man ! " said Schwarz, 
in a tone of scornful pity. ** Hapd me the cup. 
You are unworthy of the ma^c gift. A piece of 
painted earthen-ware shuts out your sight of glory ! 
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Go to this flattering Delilah ; lay your head upon 
her lap, and let her rob you of your strength ; but 
look ! see where the moonlight meets the shadow 
under yonder pine ! There ie a vision, fairer than 
the Peri that haunt the prophet's paradise. She 
smiles and calk to you, and waves her moonlight 
arms with witching graee. O, Gottlieb ! drink, and 
she will come to thee." 

" Hand me the eup ! " cried Gottlieb. 

" Will you reaounce your earthly love? *• 

^Iwill!^' 

"And God?" 

"Ay, God himself!" 

He took the cup, and drank. With one deep 
groan, he fell into the arms that were open to 
receive him. He saw the look of triumph that lit 
up the marble features, and those fiery eyes burned 
to his very soul. 

" I knew that I could win thee ! " said Schwarz, 
exultingly. " I am always sure of those who stand 
to parley with me. Engel of Lindenburgh ! sweet 
dove ! thy shield of love has failed thee ; but what 
is that to me ? Look to thyself, for I will win thee 
also!" 
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CHAPTER rr. 

It was midnight at Castle Lowenherz^ and Engel 
of Lindenburgh lay on her velvet cushioned couch 
asleep. The dim light from a shaded lamp fell on 
her fair young faoe, and the shining ringlets that 
rested on her neck and bosom. The color came and 
went upon her cheek, and a tear stole from beneath 
the long-firinged lid. As she slept, the door was 
gently opened, and a tall, matronly lady entered. 

" Engel ! Engel, my child ! ^ she said, in a low 
tone. 

" What ! what ! " said Engel, as she started up, 
with a terrified look; " has anything happened. Lady 
Blanche?" 

" No, no, my child ! You need not be alarmed. 
Gottlieb, you know, left us before sunset, and went 
up in the mountain. He has not returned ; a storm 
is coming on, and, being somewhat anxious, Baron 
Bodolph, with the servants and a number of people 
from the neighboring village, have gone out to seek 
him." 

" Is Norman with them ? " 
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" Yes ! and even good old Father StilliDg. His 
absence would not trouble me much, — he has been 
so in the habit of wandering away, of late ; bat this 
storm, — I do not like the look of those black clouds ; 
and, besides, I have a strange presentiment of evil, 
— a gloomy feeling, that I cannot overcoroe. But 
why ? What ails my loved one ? You surely have 
been weeping ! " 

Poor Engel could not speak. The tears gashed 
forth, and, weeping like a child, she hid her fece in 
the lady's bosom. 

" I must go home to-morrow," she sobbed, at last ; 
" I am not happy here." 

" To-morrow ! " exclaimed Lady Blanche. " Why, 
dearest Engel ? What do you mean ? And what 
will Gottlieb say to that ? " 

" ! he will not care. He does not love me 
now." 

" Engel ! my child ! he worships you." 

" Ah ! once he did ; but now he says that I am 
only fit to work my turtle-doves and lambkins with 
my German wool ; and I shall never be a Lowen- 
hcrz. But you, my dear, dear lady-mother, — as 
once I hoped to call you, — you will not love me 
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less for this ! 0, if I thought you would, my heart 
would break ! " 

Lady Blanche drew her still closer to her bosom, 
and kissing her fondly, she said, "Engel, once I 
was not a IxJwenherz myself, and even now I am 
only one in name. I cannot think what has come 
over my poor child, of late, he seems so wild and 
strange; yet love him, — love him, Engol, with all 
your heart and soul; for many a man has beea 
redeemed by a true woman's love." * • . • 

" 0, 1 always shall ! " exclaimed Engel. " Should 
Grotdieb curse me to my very face, and cast me 
from him like a worthless weed, I should love him 
still!" 

A peal of thunder, that seemed to shake the old 
castle to its very foundations, started them to their 
feet. 

" Let us go bdow ! " said Lady Blanche. 

They left the chamber, and hurried down a wind- 
ing staircase into the great room below. Scarcely 
had they descended, when the doors were thrown 
open, and Baron Rodolph entered, followed by 
Norman and the other servants, bearing the appar- 
ently lifeless form of Gottlieb. 
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" This way, Norman ! " said the baron, as he 
drew a couch towards the fire of pine-boughs that 
was blazing on the hearth. " Now haste, and bring 
the cordials." 

" Is he dead, Father Stilling ? " asked Engel, as, 
almost fainting, she laid her hand on the arm of a 
yenerable old man. 

^",J^o, lady, not dead; but he is chilled by 
exposure to the cold night air." 

"Baron Kodolph," said Norman, as he again 
made his appearance, " there is a stranger without, 
who gives his name as Dr. Schwarz, and asks a 
shelter from the storm." 

" A doctor ! bring him in, by all means." 

Alt turned with a look of wonder towards the tall 
stranger, as he entered the hall, and raised his 
hat, with its heavy crest of plumes, from his head. 

" You are right welcome ! " said Baron Eodolph, 
extending his hand. " Your services will be very 
acceptable. My son, here, seems to be in a strange 
stupor, for which I cannot well account. Being 
somewhat alarmed at his late stay in the forest, we 
went out to seek him, and found him near the Elfin 
3 
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"Spring, anl in his hand this cup, which we have 
vainly attempted to take from him." 

"Ah! indeed!" said Schwarz, as he stepped 
•forward to the couch, near which Engel was 
kneeling, With a quick glance, he scanned her 
features^ and then, imseen by all save Father Stil- 
ling, who had not turned his eyes from him, he 
took the cup from Gottlieb's hand, and thrust it 
into his own boSom. " Yes," he continued, after 
he had stood gazing at him thoughtfully for a 
momwit, "I see how it is ; great mental excite- 
ment^ exjtbsure to night air, and other causes, have 
produced a temporary suspension of the physical 
energtes. « Nothing alarming, however. I think 
— jilf, yes ! " and he drew a small phial from his 
girdle, — " I think that I can give him something 
that will soon restore him." He raised Gottlieb's 
' head, and poured a few drops of the dark liquid 
' contained in the phial between his parted lips. The 
effect seemed to be almost instantaneous. He rose 
• •up on the couch, and turned his gaze from one to the 
dther, till it rested upon Engel, and Schwarz, who 
'Stood beside her. 
. ^ " JDid I not pi-omise you ? " he said, in an excited 
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tone. " Have I not renounced her, — yes, and my 
own soul, beside ? " and, groaning heavily, he sank 
back again upon the couch. 

" Let us pray," said old Father Stilling. " O 
God ! " fervently exclaimed the old man, as he knelt 
upon the floor and extended his hands, — " God, save 
us from the evil spirits that have crossed this 
threshold ! " 

" Silence, old man ! " shouted Schwarz, as he 
brought his foot heavily to the floor. " Do you not 
see that he is dying for the want of proper care ? 
and all the prayers you can make between now and 
next midsummer will be of no avail without it." 

" Dear Father Stilling," said Engel, entreatingly, 
as she laid her hand upon his arm, ^* not just now. 
Wait yet a while." 

The old man rose up and looked upon the faces 
of those around him, but he did not And that 
sympathy he sought. He took his hat and stajff to 
depart. 

" Engel, my child," he said, mournfully, " watch 
and pray, lest you enter into temptation, for the 
spirits of evil are with you ; " and with the tears 
streaming down his furrowed cheeks, he left the 
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hall and went forth into the driving storm, with sad 
misgivings in his heart. 

" How inconsiderate some people are ! " said 
Schwarz, angrily, as he mingled a powder in some 
water, and gave it to Gottlieb. In a few momenta 
the color returned to his cheeks and lips, and he lay 
sleeping as quietly as an infant. *' You need not 
apprehend any further danger," he continued; 
" but, if I am not mistaken, here is one who needs 
attention much more than yonder sleeper," and he 
turned, with a pleasant smile, towards Engel. 

" Why, my dear child ! " exclaimed Lady 
Blanche, " how you tremble, and how pale and 
excited you look ! " 

" 0, it is only from being frightened a little. It 
will soon pass off;" and she smiled faintly, but 
she only trembled the more, and sank heavily upon 
a chair. Schwarz took her hand gently in his, and 
counted the quick beating of her pulse. 

" Yes," he said, " a soothing draught is, indeed, 
necessary to quiet these delicate nerves." He min- 
gled another powder ; and, yielding to the entreaties 
of Lady Blanche, she drank it. A warmth and 
pleasing quiet spread thiough all her frame. She 
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could not turn her eyes from Schwarz, who stood 
regarding her intently. His look and smile became 
enchantingly beautiful to her bewildered eyes. She 
felt herself drawn towards him by an irresistible 
impulse; and, fearing lest she should yield, with 
quick resolution she started up, and hastened to her 
chamber. 

Soon all was silent in the old castle. The paJe 
blue lightnings gleamed, the thunder roared, and 
the storm beat furiously without ; but the tired 
inmates slept heavily, save the faithful Norman, 
who watched by his master's couch, and Schwarz in 
his lonely room. 

CHAPTER III. 

The morning sun was shining brightly through 
the old Gothic window when Engel started from 
her couch. The first object that arrested her 
attention was a slip of paper lying upon her pillow. 
She hastily unfolded it, and read these words : 

**THIS FROM GOTTLIEB." 
EnOEL of LlNDfiNBURQH: 

Farewell ! We meet no more. I go to join the mighty 
spirits of the p ist, — to dwell forever ii»the sunny reiUms 
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of Gladheim, where glory is a sure possession, and honor 
something more than name. You are too feeble and too 
frail to follow me, — too child-like, with your simple faith 
and quiet love, — therefore, we part. May some kind arm 
support and bless you ; but Gottlieb Lowenherz has 
entered higher service. Fare-thee-well, once more. 

Thine never, 

Gottlieb. 

She only caught the purport of the words ; then, 
springing to her feet, she hastened to the room 
below. There truly stood the empty couch, and 
Norman slumbering heavily beside it. Without 
thinking whither she was going, she turned, and, 
almost flying through the dimly-lighted passage- 
ways, she opened a small door, by which she came 
into the garden in the rear of the castle. As if in 
pursuit of a spirit, away she darted along the wind- 
ing pathways, till suddenly, as she came out from a 
thick grove of larches into a more open space, she 
stood face to face with Schwarz. 

" ! " she cried, " have you seen him? He is 
gone, I know not whither ! " 

" Who is gone ? Gottlieb, — your brother ? " 

" 0, he is not my brother ! " she said, hastily, 
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while the crimson blood spread over cheek, and 
neck, and brow. " Say, have you seen him ? " 

" Yes, lady," said Schwarz, slowly, — and he 
turned his eyes with the wily look of a serpent upon 
her fe,ce, — "I have seen Mm. He is up yonder,'* 
and he pointed to the mountain side. " Shall I lead 
you to him ? " 

She raised her eyes, and caught his earnest gaze. 
The strange, bewildering feelings of the previous 
night came over her. She could not turn away her 
&ce, but stood like one enchanted. 

"Will you go with me?" said Schwarz. She 
stretched out her arms towards him ; he drew her 
closely to him, she felt his warm breath on her 
cheek, and she knew that her feet were gliding 
swiftly over the green turf. " God help me ! " she 
cried, in agony of spirit. In an instant Schwarz 
had disappeared, and old Father Stilling stood 
beside her. 

"I knew," said the old man, with tears in his 
eyes, — "I knew, my dear child, you was in danger, 
and I could not rest." She looked at him with a 
bewildered stare. 

" 0, Father Stilling ! " she said, at last, " I am 
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not fit to live. May God forgive me ! Pray for 
me." She pointed towards the towers of Castle 
Lindenburgh, and before the old man could speak 
one word of farewell, she had vanished. 

Days, weeks, passed on, and Engel was seen no 
more at Castle Lowenherz. Schwarz became a con- 
stant visiter, but he could not find the one he 
sought. 

One summer afternoon, as Father Stilling sat 
alone in his little parlor, the door was gently opened, 
and Engel stood before him ; but, ! so pale and 
altered that he scarce knew her. 

** Father Stilling," she said, as she knelt at his 
feet and laid her hand on her heart, " it is all still 
here, now. ! I have suffered long and struggled 
hard ; but the trial has passed, and I feel in my 
inmost soul that God has forgiven me. Jfow I 
have to seek your counsel." 

" Say on, my child." 

" An arrow flew into my open window, this 
morning ; see, now, what it brought me ; " and she 
handed him a paper on which was written a few 
lines from Gottlieb. The old man took and read it. 
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Engel ! 

My blessed Engel ! we must meet again. Ah ! I am 
very happy in this world of light ; but, I that thou 
wert with me ! And the spirit of this world has told me 
that thou Shalt be. Meet me at sunset by the Elfin 
Spring. Then thou shalt enter into life, and we will 
dwell forever in the sweet delights of Lichtalf heim. 

Thine ever, 

Gottlieb. 

" You must not go ! you will not go, my child ! " 
said the old man. " He will give you up to 
Satan." 

"Father Stilling," said Engel, "Gottlieb haa 
sinned, and yet I love him as I love my life. God 
helping me, I could go down into the very borders 
of the fiery pit, to bring him thence. 0, love is 
mighty, mightier than death; ay, strong as God 
himself, and evil has no power to harm it." 

" Go ! go ! " said the old man. " I forgot my 
feith in God. Trust in him, and I will pray for 
thee." 

It was not long before the light foot of Engel 
pressed the green moss on the mountain side, and 
her white hands were grasping at the shrubs and 
tangled vines to aid her up the rough ascent. The 
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way was long and toilsome, but love gave her 
strength ; and just as the red light of the setting 
sun shone on the tops of the gloomy old firs, she 
stood beside the Elfin Spring. Scarcely had she 
reached this lonely spot, when the thick branches 
were thrust aside, and Schwarz stood before her. 

" I am happy to meet you once more, sweet 
lady ! " he said, with a pleasant smile. 

" Where is Gottlieb ? " said Engel. " It was 
him I came to see." 

" Not far hence ; but he bids you drink these 
waters before that you can come to him." 

" Never ! " said Engel. 

" Engel ! Engel ! " cried a voice from the wood. 
" Will you forsake me ? Drink of the water, and 
come to me." 

" Gottlieb," said Engel, " have you drank of the 
Elfin Spring?" 

" I have." 

" Are you wiser, ay, and stronger ? " 

" As a very lion ! " 

" And God ? " 

Then came a loud, wild laugh, and all was still. 

"Gottlieb! Gottlieb!" shrieked Engel, in her 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THK ELFIN SPRING. 35 

agony of spirit, " we are parted forever ! " She 
sprang forward to the entrancef of the valley, but 
Schwarz stepped before her. 

" Stop ! " he said, as his face grew marble pale, 
and his eyes flashed fire. " I am not apt to trifle 
long with those that I would win. You will never 
see your love again ; but, as I live, you shall drink 
of yonder fountain." With one bound he brought 
her to the brink of the little basin, and, filling the 
cup, he raised it to her lips. 

" God help me ! " she cried, as she dashed it 
aside. The fir-boughs crashed as though a young 
lion burst through them, and a strong arm felled 
Schwarz to the earth. Engel sprang to her feet, 
and, looking up, she beheld the well-known face of 
Father Stilling, while upon the ground the ever- 
faithful Norman was struggling bravely with 
Schwarz. 

" Unhand me, villain," cried Norman, ** or 1 
shall do thee harm ! " No answer was returned, but, 
springing forward, they stood wrestling on the very 
brink of the precipice, till both lost their footing 
and fell. Norman grasped at an oak sapling which 
grew from a fissure in the rock ; but Schwarz, with 
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a wild cry, bounding from point to point, disap- 
peared in the forest below. 

" May God forgive me ! " said Norman, as he 
wiped the blood from his face ; " but, if I mistake 
not, the world could spare him far better than it 
could me." 

CHAPTER IV. 

Not far &om the little village of Lindendorf was 
a quiet retreat, where, on bright summer days, the 
people held their Sabbath worship. Almost shut 
in by the surrounding mountains, and shaded by 
graceful larches and lindens, it seemed, indeed, a 
fitting place in which to worship the great Father 
of all. The mossy stones served for seats, and in 
the centre was a broad, flat rock, which was their 
al&r and communion-table. 

It was the season of communion, and in the midst 
of the little group that had gathered stood Engel 
of Lindenburgh. The look of hope and joy had 
faded from her countenance, leaving naught but 
meek submission ; and, as she stood with bowed head 
and clasped hands, she seemed like some sad angel. 
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waiting for the voice which should call her to a 
home of peace. 

Father Stilling raised the cup containing the 
sacred emblem in his hand. " Drink of this, my 
child," said he, " and forget thy woe and sorrow in 
the love of God, that faileth never." 

She took the cup, when suddenly from the 
midst of the lindens sprang forth Gottlieb, and stood 
before her. 

" Engel ! Engel ! " he cried, " if you drink of that 
cup, you are lost to me forever ! But here ! " and 
he held out a shining goblet filled with water from 
the Spring ; " drink thou of this, and happiness and 
joy you never dreamed of shall be ours." 

" No, Gottlieb, no ! " said Engel, mournfully ; 
" take away your cup. This is the one that I have 
chosen, with all its crosses and afflictions. My heart 
is breaking for you, Gottlieb, but I must renounce 
you. May God have mercy on you ! " and, putting 
it to her lips, she drank. 

In an instant he dashed his cup to the ground, 
and springing forward, knelt at her feet. " Engel ! " 
he cried, as he clasped his arms around her, " 0, 
Engel I I have been deceived and dazzled blind by 
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that bewitching element, where my ambition led 
me. I cannot see the green old earth; and even 
you seem but a ray of silver-light to my dim eyes. ' 
0, pity me ! for I am dying with these fearful fires 
that scorch my heart and brain. Weep ! weep 
cool, blessed tears upon my face, and tell me that 
you love me ! " 

Poor Engel! How her woman's heart gave 
way ! " 0, Gottlieb ! " she exclaimed, " would to 
God that I might save you ! " With gushing tears 
she clasped her arms about his neck, and laid her 
face to his. Closer and closer still he held her to 
his bosom, and, as he caught the throbbings of her 
heart, and heard the words that trembled on her 
lips, as she besought God for him in an agony of 
prayer, he, too, wept like a little child. Then the 
dimness fell from his eyes, and, looking up, he saw 
the green old earth and waving trees once more, and 
over all the summer sunshine like the smile of Grod. 
It was the sweet awakening from his troubled 
dream ; and, as the light of gladness gushed in upon 
his soul again, Hope's fairest rainbow shone upon 
the gloomy clouds that lay so thick around. 

'* Give ine the cup that you have drank of, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE ELFIN SPRINO. 6\9 

Engel," he said ; " be it or strengtli or weakness, it 
is all the same to me. My spirit thirsteth for the 
water of eternal life." He took it fiom her hand 
and drank, and lifting up his eyes again, something 
more than summer sunshine and the melody of 
birds came in upon his soul. 

" God ! God ! " he exclaimed ; " I know that he 
hath heard me, for I feel his presence in my heart ! 
0, Engel ! I am then forgiven. But you, my 
blessed one ! 0, how you must despise me for 
such weakness! How have I proved myself un- 
worthy of my name ! I go to win a holier and a 
better. Engel, I know you pity, but I will not ask 
you to forgive. Farewell." 

" Stay, Gottlieb, stay ! " said Engel. " As God 
forgives you, so can I. Are we not one in faith and 
love?" 

" Be ye one also, then, in life ! " said Father Stil- 
ling, as he joined their hands. "It is meet the 
lion-heart should take an angel for his guide. May 
all ambition perish, that walks not hand in hand 
with love ! " 
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The Elfin Fount has dried up from its source; 
but some say, even now, its crimson waters gush up 
in the hearts of men, and fill their souls with mad- 
ness. God forbid that it should desolate this fair 
earth ! but, if one Tmist drink of it, let him also 
take the water of eternal life, which, if he drink, he 
will not thirst again ; and thus forget his FALSE 
PHILOSOPHY in all the meekness of a Christian 
fidth. 
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A SEA-SHORE MEMORY. 



BY MSB. H. J. LEWIS. 



Fab inland, where the breath of woods is sweetest, 
And wild-flowers fleck the moss with gold and blue; 

Where singing birds, the fairest and the fleetest, 
With earliest breath of spring their strains renew, 

I sit and dream of blissful days with thee, 

O, sofUj-heaving, murmuring summer-sea ! 

Upon thy wave-kissed shores at ease reclining, 
Lost in sweet fancies, wrapped in waking dreams, 

I find earth's lost Elysian brightly shining 
In mystic isles, with which thy bosom teems ; 

And from their borders peals of music swell. 

Which the deep echoes from each tiny shell. 

Calm summer sea-shore ! with thy soft caresses 
Of wind, and rippling wave, and murmur low, 

Thou gavest once a vision of fair tresses, 
Eyes like the eagle's, cheeks of richest glow, 
4=* 
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As a fair child in mantling beauty stood, 

Lost in the gaze that marked thy changeful mood. 

Each breeze of thine, as it came earthward straying, 
Lifted his curling locks of brown and gold ; 

The dimpled hand forgot its childish playing. 
And ceased its pebbly treasures to enfold ; 

0, pure young spirit ! were thy thoughts with mine, 

Abroad on fairy wings, in light divine ? 

While noon-day on the glittering sands lay byrning, 
And clouds grew dim and vanished from the skies, 

His tiny feet on homeward path returning 

Sought other heaven within love's watchful eyes ; 

Perchance he, too, when gathering summer flowers. 

Sighs o'er their beauty for those golden hours. 
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In the ivied tower 

That overlooks the water, 
At the evening hour 

Sits the Northman's daughter i 
Blue her eyes as heaven 

In the noontide gleaming, 
Dark, as wing of raven. 

Her long tresses streaming. 

Hustles loud the banner, 

O'er her window waving ; 

« 
Cold the airs that fan her, 

Brow and bosom laving. 
Not on rock or valley 

Does her keen glance linger ; 
She watches for the galley 

Of her bold Viklngr.^ 

• The old Vikings, or Vikingrs, of the north, whose deeds 
are celebrated in ancient Scandinavian poetry, were daring 
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Fondly glanced he on her, 

Doomed from her to sever, — 
" I '11 return with honor 

To thy arms, or never." 
Feeble wail and weeping, 

Sorrow ne'er could bring her ; 
High the heart she 's keeping 

For the brave Vikingr. 

Deeds of ancient story 

In her mind are dwelling ; 
Thoughts of martial glory 

In her bosom swelling. 
If he fall, his valor 

Long in song shall linger ; 
While in high Valhalla* 

Dwells the bold Vikingr. ' 

Lo ! with quiet motion. 
Towards the tower steering, 

navigators and dauntless warriors. The honor of first cross- 
ing the Atlantic has been claimed for them, though the claim 
does not rest on any very substantial basis. 

* The fabulous heaven of the northern nations, where war- 
riors killed in combat are supposed to revel through eternity, 
drinking from cups made from the skulls of adversaries slain 
in battle. 
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O'er the swelling ocean 

Comes a bark careering. 
On the pi-ow all glancing, 

In the rays that linger 
O'er the waves advancing, 

Comes the bold Vikingr. 

Soon around the maiden 

Clasp his arms caressing ; 
Stands she, joy-o'erladen, 

Heaven all-bounteous blessing. 
Tears unbidden starting 

Sweet relief must bring her ; 
Tears denied the parting 

With the bold Vikingr. 
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BT HBS. N. T. HUNBOE. 

In the centre of the village of H stood the 

large, old-fashioned meeting-house. Indeed, at the 
time of which I speak, there was not the variety in the 
architecture of places of worship which we see now- 
a-days, — a droll commingling of Gothic and Ionic, 
with a mixture of English and Yankee. But there, 
in the centre of each village, stood the old-fashioned 
meeting-house, large enough to hold every man, 
woman and child, of the place ; and up from its roof 
went the tall, towering steeple, — true characteristic 
it should ever be of New England churches. In- 
deed, what is more appropriate, pointing with its 
steady finger to heaven, and one day in every week 
sending forth its voice of invitation to all to come 
up and worship? 

0, give me the tall, graceful steeple, yet ! Your 
turreted roofs are beautiful and classic ; your vaulted 
arches are stately and grand, and they suit well the 
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mysteries of the Komish church, with its robed 
priests, its solemn chants, and burning incense ; but 
the worshippers of New England, with their pure, 
simple faith, suit better with the plain, white church, 
with its graceful steeple, and its windows through 
which the light of God's sun can shine freely, as it 
comes from heaven, with naught to impede its 
beauty. But I wander from my subject. 

Parson Robbins was an old man ; he had grown old 

in the service of the village of H . He came to 

them a young man, and for thirty years he had gone 
in and out before them ; and who was there would 
say he had not served them faithfully ? He had 
married one of the sweetest girls of the village, and 
during her short life she had well filled the ofl&ce of 
the minister's wife. She died, alas! in her loveli- 
ness and usefulness, leaving but one child, a poor, 
sickly boy. 

But the child grew, under his father's watchM 
carQ, sturdy and strong, promising to have all the 
talent of his father, with the grace and loveliness 
of his mother. But it is not with him we have to 
do. 

Although Parson Bobbins had staid so long with 
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the people of the village of H , we would not be 

understood to say that he had had no trouble in his 
ministerial labors. He had passed through many a 
season of trial and suffering, when he had been 
almost ready to give up his charge, and say " the 
burden is too heavy." But the strong, straight- 
forward, truth-loving spirit, had always conquered , 
and if for a time he had been misunderstood, justice 
had always eventually been yielded him, and his 
enemies themselves turned his friends. 

And now, in his good old age, he went in and out 
before his people, reverenced and beloved. Child- 
hood lifted its eyes lovingly to his face, as he laid 
his hand in blessing upon its sunny curls; grave 
matrons and fathers smiled and welcomed him 
kindly; and old age laid its trembling hands con- 
fidingly in his, cheered with the consciousness that 
they were treading the downward path of life with 
one so loved and holy. 

Time and sorrow had wrought some changes in 
the religious belief of Parson Bobbins; uncon- 
sciously the broad, kind heart of the man, with its 
natural charity, had softened much which was once 
rigid and severe in his doctrine. He had oom- 
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menced his ministerial course with the stern faith 
of the schools, the rigid rules of the creed ; and, in 
the pride of his learning, filled with the dignity of 
his station, he had laid down those rules and pre- 
sented that faith in their sternest, strictest sense. 
But years passed, and he began to know himself 
better, and to know better the character of his Father 
in heaven Self-conceit yielded to humility ; in dis- 
trusting his own judgment, he trusted more to God; 
and loving himself less, he loved God and his fellow- 
men more. 

And Parson Robbins, gray-haired and old, was a 
very different personage, at heart, from the young man 
who had stood up in the village church, thirty years 
ago, and charmed all hearts by his eloquence. He 
was eloquent still, the good old man, but it was 
the eloquence of a heart filled with love to every 
creature of God ; the eloquence of one who would 
fain draw every sinful mortal to taste of the waters 
of life ; the eloquence of a soul who felt that but 
little more remained for him to do on earth, and he 
must work while health and strength were left £6 
him. 

Unconsciously, too, his people had imbibed his 
5 
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own opinions ; they had been drawn along by him 
as their master-spirit ; and there was not, in all the 
country round, a more liberal church than that of 

the village of H . There were, to be sure, a few 

who stood apart in their self-righteousness, — who 
called themselves more religious than their neigh- 
bors, because they wore upon the Sabbath a more 
sanctimonious face, because they condemned sin 
more loudly, and treated the sinner more harshly. 

These sometimes found fault with Parson Bob- 
bins' liberal principles ; they had more respect for 
the thunder of Sinai than for the still, small voice 
that uttered the blessed words of truth and love, 
" Judge not that ye be not judged ; love thy neigh- 
bor as thyself." 

Among the most strict of his religion was Elder 
Smith, one of. the leading men, and the richest in 
the village. The stem Puritanic blood flowed in 
his veins ; rigidly severe in his family, in all out- 
ward observances of religion, he could give no 
indulgence to any who transgressed these rules. 
He had but little sympathy with the young and 
gay ; feeling no inclination himself to yield to the 
thousand temptations around him, he had no pity 
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for those whose natural temper and desires ren- 
dered them an easy pre}' to the tempter. Woe to 
the sinner who fell beneath the severe eye of Elder 
Smith ! Had he lived in our day, he would have 
upheld the gallows in all its dread power before the 
guilty; luckily for the peace of the village, its 
utility was then unquestioned. His wife yielded to 
him the most entire submission. The subject of 
Woman's Rights had not then been agitated; even 
had it been, Mrs. Smith would not have been one to 
have advocated it. She had too much the fear of 
the elder before her eyes. In truth, she was a 
gentle, lovable woman ; and if ever the stem dis- 
cipline of the family was relaxed, it was through 
her influence. Better would it have been for the 
happiness of the family, if that influence could have 
had more power over him; but it was like the soft, 
gentle moonlight upon an iceberg of the northern 
seas. 

But where was a better behaved family than 
that of Elder Smith ? Who stood higher in 
the eyes of the church than Elder Smith ? And 
then, too, what father governed his children better 
than Elder Smith ? They dared to smile only at 
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his bidding. He said to them go, and they went ; 
he bade them come, and they came. Stern, unbend- 
ing man ! the slightest infringement of his laws 
called down his darkest frown, his heaviest punish- 
ment. How those children feared him, — the 
gentle Mary, the beautiful Lucy, and the noble, 
though roguish Allan ! Were they not glad when, 
of a winter's evening, his business calling him away, 
he took down his hat and coat, and, with his stout 
staff in his hand, went out, leaving them alone with 
their gentle, indulgent mother? How they frolicked, 
and laughed, and played ! And, in truth, .among a 
party of young people, who were gayer than the 
Smiths? When the father's stern eye was taken 
from them, their spirits bounded up like glad, free 
things. 

But I have been speaking of the Smiths as they 
were years ago. He is now, like Parson Robbins, 
an old man ; his wife, a fine-looking lady, with a 
very sweet, though melancholy face. She has seen 
trouble, poor woman ! Her daughter Mary is 
married, and lives near her, as also her son Allan. 
But where is Lucy, — the beautiful Lucy ? Her 
name is never mentioned in that home. • 
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Elder Smith, stern, unbending, rigid old man, 
time has not softened ! Sorrow has turned his hair 
gray, and wrinkled his brow, but left; his spirit 
unchanged. Was he made of stone or adamant, 
that the fate of the most beautiful of his family 
softened not his heai-t ? Beautiful Lucy Smith ! 
What a sad fate was thine ! 

There was not, in the years past, in all the village 

of H , a lovelier or more beloved girl than Lucy 

Smith. Sprightly and sportive as the fawn, gentle 
like her mother, with a very slight tinge of her 
father's indomitable will, she grew up the admira- 
tion of all. Kept from all innocent pleasures at 
home, if she ever tasted any of the enjoyments of the * 
world, it was in a stolen manner. And how like a 
fairy scene seemed the gay world to her enraptured 
vision ! 

We need not particularize how she was seen and 
loved by one unworthy of her; we need not tell 
how, by fair speeches and protestations of love, he 
finally won upon her better judgment, and urged her 
to a clandestine union. Elder Smith was known to 
be rich, and it was to his riches that the profligate 
Richard Merton had an eye. He was sure the 
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elder would forgive bis daughter, when he found 
there was no help. Ah ! he did not know the man. 
* Lucy knew him better. When she stole secretly 
from her father's house, — when, with trembling 
hands, she wrote a last farewell to her mother, and 
kissed the cheek of her sleeping sister, — she felt that 
she should never return. Yet she went, — poor, mis- 
guided girl ! — left the mother who had pillowed her 
head upon her breast ; the sister who had twined her 
arms lovingly about her ever since they were children 
together ; the brother who had been so kind to her, 
— her play-fellow and companion ; left all for the 
embraces of a profligate and a villain ! Alas, alas ! 
her love had blinded her, her fancy had misled her. 
Poor child! she knew no more of the world into 
which she was going than the infant of seven years. 
She was young, beautiful and ignorant ; she shared 
the fate of one of these, exposed to the wiles of the 
artful and designing. 

As soon as she was married, according to her hus- 
band's command, she wrote to her father, begging 
his forgiveness, and asking to return. She knew 
her request was vain, but she obeyed her husband. 

" I will never forgive her ! " said the stern man ; 
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" were she starving at my door, T would not let 
her in. Eloped with a godless villain! Let her 
name be never mentioned in my presence more ! " 
• And a few years passed, and no one knew where 
Lucy was. Did the mother ever forget her ? Did 
she ever wake at night, and the thought of Lucy 
not in her heart? Her smiles grew sadder, and 
more seldom ; the mother mourned for her loved and 
erring one. Three years passed, and then came 
another letter. It was handed to Elder Smith. 
He knew the writing, — the small, girlish hand. 

"Let it be returned unopened," said he, and 
passed it to his wife. He knew that she was 
obedience itself, and dreamed not he should be dis- 
obeyed. Mistaken man ! He knew not a mother's 
love, greater in that trying hour than even her 
sense of duty to her husband. 

Could she look upon the letter, and think of the 
dear hand that had written it, — the hand which she 
had held so often within her own, which she would 
give all the world she held even now, — could she do 
this, and return the letter unopened ? It was too 
much to ask.* She broke the seal, — she read, — 
she wept. 0, bitter tears, such as never before 
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streamed from her mother's eyes! Her daughter 
sick, far away, deserted by her husband, sitting by 
the bedside of her dead infant, penning this letter to 
her mother, — for it was not addressed to her father, 
though directed to him, as a safer course. 

" Dear mother, had I but ten dollars, — could I 
but come to you to die ! I know that, should my 
father see me at his door, he would not know me ; he 
would think me some poor, sick^forlorn object of pity, 

— as, indeed, I should be, — and for sweet charity's 
sake, let me in to die. I shall not, I cannot die till I 
see you again ! Let me feel once more your tears 
upon my cheek, your hand upon my brow ; let me 
hear you say that you forgive me, and I shall die 
happy. 

" My poor, dead babe ! Was it wicked, mother ? 

— but I thanked my God when I saw him die ! For 
who was there to love him ? God will forgive me, 
if I sinned in feeling thus." 

Mrs. Smith dried her eyes, after perusing this 
letter, and, putting on her bonnet and shawl, press- 
ing the letter tight within her clasped hands, as if it 
were some connecting link between herself and her 
absent child, left the house, and directed her steps to 
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the parsoDi^e. She remained with Parson Bobbins 
far some time, and when she went out she looked 
calmer and happier. But the good man sat in his 
study, his head buried in his hands, the big tears 
falling one by one upon Lucy's open letter. The 
sorrow of the mother had passed into his own heart. 
By and by, he began to write. After he had fin- 
ished, he took a bundle of bank-bills lying upon the 
table beside him, and enclosing them in the letter, 
and sealing and directing the same, he took up his 
hat, and went out. 

A few weeks passed ; then Lucy — poor, forsaken 
Lucy! — came home to die. Not once since the 
letter had been written had Mrs. Smith left her 
home till that afternoon, and then only at the urgent 
request of a neighbor, in whose house were sickness 
and death. The stage-coach left Lucy at her old 
home, and no one was at home but her father and 
brother. Elder Smith stood at the door ; Allan was 
in the garden. Poor, sick, emaciate as she was, 
something in the father's heart told him*it was as 
his daughter. She tottered towards him ; she fell 
down at his feet, upon the step of his door, and 
murmured " Father." He turned away, — that stem, 
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religious man, — he turned away, shut the door, and 
bolted it ! Allan came to see who it was his father 
treated so rudely. 

Was this his sister, — this pale, wasted creature \ 
He put his arms tenderly around her, and unmind- 
fiil of his father's anger, he knocked loudly at the 
door. It was in vain. " My mother, my sister ! " 
stammered Lucy. " They are not at home, but will 
soon be here." " Father," shouted Allan, " let me 
in; my sister is fainting, — let us in, in the name 
of God ! " There came no answer. 

" Let us go, Allan ; but where shall the miserable 
go, when her father refuses her admittance ? " 

" Let us go to the parsonage," said Allan. And 
they went, and were admitted. The good man 
soothed the poor, stricken one, as he would a child. 
She was kindly cared for; and when her mother 
came, and clasped her child wildly in her arms, she 
was in a measure calm and happy. 

She liad come back to die. From the couch upon 
which she was laid, that day, at the parsonage, she 
never rose. Her mother never left her ; utterly 
unmindful of what her husband might say, she 
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watched by the bedside of Lucy. He came not near 
her, — asked not for her. 

When she was dead and laid out for burial, Parson 
Bobbins went to her father, and told him she was 
dead, and asked him if he did not wish to see her. 
He replied that he did not. " She asked for you 
before she died, and wished to be remembered to you." 
The lip of the stern man quivered, a single tear 
crept from his eye and rolled slowly down his cheek; 
but he made no reply. 

Lucy was buried ; and there was not a dry eye 
at her funeral, as Parson Bobbins lifted up his 
trembling voice in prayer. They came to look upon 
her, and thought how young she was to die, and how 
much of sorrow she must have seen, to have made 
her once beautiful face so thin, so care-worn. 

She was buried! Her father sat at home; he 
followed her not to the grave, he looked not again 
upon her face. But did not that pale, wan faco 
haunt him ever, as it had looked up to him there at 
his very threshold, and begged for admittance? 
Alas ! who can tell ? Happier was the mother, as, 
with streaming eyes and trembling hands, she 
straightened the small limbs for the grave, closed 
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the dim eyes, and smoothed the rich hair on her 
cold, marble brow. 

Happier bj far was Parson Robbiiis, who had 
opened his doors; the penitent, who, not deeming 
herself better than the vilest sinner, dared not say, 
" Stand by, for I am holier than thou." 

This instance is but one of many instances, show- 
ing in what respect and reverence Parson Robbins 
was held by his people. If any needed advice, to 
whom should they go but to him ? If any were in 
sorrow or trouble, he could comfort and console 
them. They were always sure of his sympathy and 
aid. They never came to him in vain ; they never 
went out of his house with a heavier heart than 
when they entered. 

Grood old man ! There are few like him in the 
world, now. We have preachers eloquent and power- 
ful ; we have ministers learned and profound ; we have 
speakers to stir our hearts and souls ; we have but 
few like Pai-son Robbins. I fear they are disap- 
pearing with the old-fashioned nieeting-houses. 
Every village now has half a dozen small places of 
worship, with half a dozen — shall I say it ? — 
preachers to correspond. 
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We grow so enlightened we cannot all worship 
at one church. This man is too liberal, that too 
strict j this too dull, that too theatrical ; one church 
is too far, another has a poor choir ; one minister 
is too extravagant, another too pai-simonious ; and so, 
the people growing so critical, the preachers grow 
to thinking more of their hearers than the truth 
they are set up to preach. And, for these and forty 
other reasons we might mention, the class of preach- 
ers like good old Parson Robbins are disappearing 
from the earth. 

Perhaps, however, owing to the progress of the age, 
and the superior enlightenment of the age, we do 
not need this class of preachers now. The wants 
of a people change. However, we may not stop to 
discuss the subject, being averse to argument of any 
kind ; we will leave the question for abler minds, 
and, merely invoking a blessing upon all who may 
be like Parson Robbins, leave him by saying that 
he lived to a good old age, respected and beloved 
by all, and that his memory is held sacred in the 

village of II even at the present time. 

6 
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REVELATIONS OF THE TELESCOPE; FACTS AND 
INFERENCES. 

BY T. B. THAYER. 

What a variety of glories the heavenly bodies 
unfold to us under the action of the telescope ! 
Take, as an example, our own little solar system. 
What variety in size, counting from the asteroids up 
to Jupiter ; in distance, from Mercury to Neptune ; 
in attendants, from the inferior planets without any, 
to Saturn with its seven moons and two magnificent 
rings ; in ti7ne as respects their revolutions round 
the sun, from Mercury, which is less than three 
months, to Uranus, which is more than eighty-four 
years ; and in speed, from the moon, which moves 
through its orbit at the rate of two thousand miles 
an hour, to Mercury, which plunges on its course 
at the terrific speed of more than one hundred and 
ten thousand miles an hour ! 

Let us consider some of these facts, both for the 
instruction afibrdeJ, and for the glimpse they give 
of the wonders which will invite us, when we pass 
away from this planet, to new knowledge, to ever 
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fresli studies and enjoyments. It is one of the 
advantages of studying God's works here, that it 
serves to correct and enlarge our views of the kind 
of heaven which awaits us hereafter, — the nature, in 
part, at least, of its employments and its happiness. 

A glance first at Saturn. What an immense 
difierence between this splendid planet and our 
comparatively humble earth! Nine times further 
from the sun ; nine hundred times greater in bulk ; 
its diurnal revolution less than one-half the time, 
and its year thirty times longer than ours; sur- 
rounded by seven moons, one revolving about it in a 
little more than two days, one in three, one in four, 
and so on to the last, which makes a month of one 
hundred and eighty days, and all differing in dis- 
tance as much as in time. Then, too, the luminous 
belts adorning the heavens, and shedding upon 
the body of the planet sometimes a beautiful light, 
and sometimes darkening it as by an eclipse, — all 
these together, and an idea may be gained of the 
difference between a residence on Saturn and on 
Earth. 

There is no planet in our system whose firmament 
approaches that of Saturn in the variety and 
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gorgeous beauty of its objects. What a spectacle by 
night ! its moons perpetually moving and changing 
their relative positions ; one rising, another at the 
zenith, and a third just sinking below the horizon ; 
one entering into an eclipse, and another just coming 
out ; one a silver crescent, and another in its full- 
orbed loveliness ; sometimes two, three or four, and 
sometimes all, shining in the same hemisphere, in a 
brilliant constellation of glories ! What a contrast 
to our night skies! and what a new order of splen- 
dors for our future studies, when we shall have 
entered upon our new life ! And if we add to these 
the magnificence of the mighty rings, sometimes 
girdling nearly the whole horizon with a broad zone 
or belt of light, and at other times springing their 
arches of dazzling beauty across the starry heavens, 
we shall have a faint conception — for it is only a 
faint conception that words can give — of the inde- 
scribable glories which belong to a single planet of 
our system. 

And now let us move forward into the vast pro- 
found beyond our solar system. The telescope has 
revealed the fact of revolutions and changes, and 
shown us that the same activity prevails among the 
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"fixed stars," so called, as among the planets of 
our system. And it has also brought to light 
changes of a character wholly unlike anything 
going on immediately around us, or in our portion 
of the firmament, — changes the causes and laws of 
which are entirely beyond our reach. 

For example : Astronomers have closely observed 
a star in the constellation Pei*seus, named Algol, 
with the following results. It is a star of the 
second magnitude, and passes through its changes in 
less than three hours, at intervals of about sixty- 
nine hours. When it begins to decrease, iX sinks 
down to the fourth magnitude in three hours and a 
half, and continues in this state about fifteen min- 
utes, and then, in the same space of time, increases to 
the second •magnitude. 

Another star has a period of three hundred and 
thirty-four days. It retains its greatest brightness 
only about fourteen days, and then diminishes for 
three months regularly, till it disappears. It 
remains invisible for five months, then reappears, 
and increases for three months, till it attains its 
original brightness. At one time, between 1672 
and 1676, it did not appear at all ! 
6* 
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Here we have another page in God's great book 
of nature, which we cannot read here, but the inter- 
pretation of which hereafter may constitute one of 
our most delightful and instructive studies. 

But there are other changes going on in the won- 
drous heavens. The " temporary stars," so named, 
make a distinct class in the marvellous variety. 
The first star of this sort was noticed by Hippar- 
chus, 125 B. 0. In the year A. D. 389, a star sud- 
denly blazed forth of a brilliancy equal to that of 
the planet Venus, and continued to shine for three 
weeks^ after which it as suddenly disappeared, and 
has never been seen since ! So it happened, also, in 
the years 945 and 1264. 

On the 11th of November, 1572, the celebrated 
Tycho Brdhe was walking through the fields, when, 
looking up, he was astonished to behold a new star 
of unwonted brightness, which he was sure did not 
exist there, visible, a half-hour before. Fearing 
some delusion about his eyes, he went up to a group 
of peasants, to ask if they saw it, and found that 
they too had discovered the sudden wonder. For 
some time it increased in splendor, till it surpassed 
even Jupiter when most brilliant, and at last 
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attained such a degree of lustre as to be visible in 
the day-time, and pierced through clouds at night 
which obscured the rest of the stars. In December, 
it began to decrease again, and assumed all the hues 
of a dying conflagration; and finally, in March, 
1774, about sixteen months after its first appear- 
ance, went out, and vanished altogether ! 

A similar occurrence took place in another quar- 
ter of the heavens in 1604, the star continuing just 
a year, and then suddenly disappearing. And all 
know of the loss of one of the Pleiades, or seven-stars, 
which has wholly withdrawn from the heavens. Sir 
John Hersohell witnessed one of these changes, at 
the Cape of Good Hope, in 1837. A star of the 
constellation Argus, always before of the second 
magnitude, in a month rose up to the first magni- 
tude, and increased in splendor till it became the 
fourth star in the heavens in brightness. 

What is the cause, what the significance, of these 
wonderful changes in the far-off abysses of space ? 
What do these sudden revolutions among the heav- 
enly bodies point to? Do these distant suns and 
systems take fire, and burn into ashes and wreck ? 
Is their mission complete ? — have they fulfilled the 
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object of their creation, and, broken up, passed into 
new forms of life and activity ? We cannot answer 
now ; but the future life may read us the whole his- 
tory of these tremendous mysteries, and show us the 
reason and the meaning of the vast changes going on 
in the starry spheres ! 

One other example of this endless variety exhib- 
ited in the works of God. I refer to the double or 
binary stars. What seems at first to be only a 
single star, is found, under the increased power of 
the telescope, to be two, which revolve about each 
other. Sometimes the combinations consist of three 
and four, and even more. And what makes the 
fact more remarkable is, that oflen these suns are 
of different colors. In some of the binary systems, 
one is blue, the other yellow; sometimes one is 
white, the other red ; sometimes one is light blue, 
and the other a rich ash color, and so on through 
the various shades and combinations of color ! 

What a splendid variety we have here in the 
divine arrangement ! What a new order of beauty 
and glory among the bodies celestial is here revealed 
to us ! How strange to us, if suddenly a new sun, 
red or blue, with its attendant planets, should appear 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



REVELATIONS OF THE TELKSCOPE. 69 

in our heavens, revolving about our own in an orbit 
fer out beyond the most distant body of our solar 
system ! With what surprise and joy such an addi- 
tion to our skies would fill us ; and what an increase 
it would bring to the splendors of our firmament ! 

Consider what is passing in one of these binary 
systems now, while we are attempting to describe it. 
One sun being crimson and the other blue, generally 
there will be two sunrises and two sunsets. When 
a planet is between the two suns, there will be no 
night; for, as in the case of the full moon, one will 
rise when the other sets. In another part of its 
orbit, when both suns lie in the same direction, they 
will rise and set together. At other times, they 
will rise and set at different hours ; and the changes 
from one degree of light to another will be very 
great and frequent, one sun being much smaller 
than the other. 

Again; the kinds of light or day. When the 
blue sun rises first, the inhabitants, for a time, have 
a morning of that color ; but, by and by, the crimson 
sun appears, and the light of both blended gives a 
day of quite another hue. Over their heads, all the 
while, these two magnificent suns course through 
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the heavens, one following the other, in a procession 
of strange and wondrous beauty ! 

As evening draws near, the two orbs descend the 
western sky, and the blue sun, setting first, leaves 
the dominion of the heavens to its crimson compan- 
ion. What a gorgeous evening follows, and closes 
this curious succession of varying lights! Some- 
times blue and crimson days alternate, without any 
night, — as when the suns are opposite each other, 
one rising when the other sets.'* What a* variety 
of splendors such a system as this must present to 
the eye of the beholder ; and how amazing the dis- 
play of the perfections of the great Creator ! How 
truly may the Psalmist's words be applied : " The 
heavens declare the glory of God, and the firmament 
showeth his handiwork; day unto day uttereth 
speech, and night unto night showeth knowledge." 

And now, in leaving this field of wonder and of 
thought, let us ask, is it possible to believe that we 
are never to be allowed to look on all this magnifi- 
cence, — never to be permitted to behold these won- 
ders of Almighty power and skill ? If we do not 

* I^urdner ; Nichols, Stell. Uni. ; Humboldt, Cosmos, vol. iiK 
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live again after the death of the body, and visit 
these distant regions, and participate in the joy of 
beholding their beauty and order, then ^Therefore 
were they made ? Why was the marvellous picture 
painted, why waa the stupendous temple built, with 
such brilliant adornments, if they are never to be 
seen, and studied, and enjoyed ? 

It will not answer this to say that all these 
worlds have doubtless their own dwellers, to behold 
and be' glad for their exceeding beauty. Why not 
we also have part in it? The creation is one.- 
Planets and suns are but leaves in the mighty 
book of God. in the universal history he has writ- 
ten. Why should he let us read only fragments of 
it ? A father would not give the first volume of a 
valuable and interesting work to one of his children, 
the second to another, and the third to still 
another, and never allow them to look into any 
other volume. But he would earnestly desire and 
direct each one to read all the volumes, that the 
whole work might be understood, and its wisdom 
and instruction appropriated. ^ 

So God has made us immortal. He begins our 
education here on the earth, and opens for us the 
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first volume, the first » page of it ; and when this is 
read, he will open for us others, printed in many 
colors, illuminated like those we have just glanced 
at. Through the eternal ages, volume after volume 
shall be laid open to our wondering and rejoicing 
gaze. System after system, constellation on constel- 
lation, shall spread out before us, rising from knowl- 
edge to knowledge, from glory to glory, with ever 
new songs of praise, with ever new emotions of 
ineffable delight. This will constitute the employ- 
ment and blessedness of the future life; this, it 
would seem, is the kind of heaven that awaits us 
beyond death ; this the welcome, and the crown of 
rejoicing, which God the Father has in reserve for 
us! 
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THE PRAYER OF LAUREOLA. 

BY ELIZABETH DOTEN. 

God ! hear my prayer. 
Thou who hast poured the essence of thy life 

Into this urn, this feeble urn of clay ; 
Thou who amid the tempest's gloom and strife 

Art the lone star that guides me on my way ; 
When my crushed heart, by constant striving torn, 

Flies shuddering from its own impurity, 
And my faint spirit, by its sorrows worn. 

Turns with a cry of anguish unto thee, 

Hear me, God ! my God ! 

0, this strange mingling in of life and death, 
Of soul and substance ! Let me comprehend 

The hidden secret of life's fleeting breath. 
My being's destiny, its aim and end. 

Show me the impetus that urged me forth. 
Upon my lone and burning pathway driven, 
7 
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The secret force that binds me down to earth, 
While my sad spirit yearns for home and heaven. 
Hear me, God ! my God ! 

The ruby life-drops from my heart are wrung, 

By the deep movings of my soul in prayer ; 
My words lie burning on my feeble tongue, — 

Aid me, Father ! let me not despair. 
Save, Lord ! I perish ! Save me, ere I die ! 

My rebel spirit mocks at thy control, 
The raging billows rise to drown my cry. 

The floods of anguish overwhelm my soul. 

Hear me, God ! my Gx)d ! 
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BT ELIZABETH DOTEN. 

From the unseen throne of the Great Unknown, 

From the soul of all, I came ; 
Not with the rock of the earthquake's shock, 

And not with the wasting flame, 
But silent and deep is my onward sweep 

Through the depths of the boundless sky, 
I stand sublime through the lapse of time, 

And where God is, there am I. 

In the early years, when the youthful spheres 

From the depths of chaos sprung. 
When the heavens grew bright with the new-bom 
light. 

And the stars in chorus sung 
To that holy sound, through the space profound, 

'Mid their glittering ranks I trod ; 
For I am a part of the central heart, 

Coequal and one with God. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



76 THE VOICE OF TRUTH. 

The world is my child. Though wilful and wild, 

Yet I know that she loves me still, 
For she thinks I fled with her holy dead. 

Because of her stubborn will ; 
And she weeps at night, when the angels light 

Their watch-fires over the sky, 
Like a maid o*er the grave of her loved and bravo; 

But the truth can never die. 

One by one, like sparks from the sun, 

I have counted the souls that came 
From the hand divine ; — all, all are mine, 

And I call them by my name. 
One by one, like sparks to the sun, 

I shall see them all return ; 
Though tempest-tost, yet they are not lost, 

And not one shall cease to burn. 

I only speak to the lowly and meek. 

To the simple and child-like heart. 
But I leave the proud to their glittering shroud, 

And the tricks of their cunning art. 
Like a whit«- winged dove from the home of love. 

Through the airy space untrod, 
I come at the cry which is heard on high, — 

" Hear me, God ! my God ! " 
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THE MIRTHFUL ELEMENT OF LIFE. 

BY O'. W. WIGHT. 

The human spirit Is made up of various elements, 
whose fluid and measured combination constitutes 
the unity and harmony of life. Each one of these 
elements, as humanity develops itself in time and " 
space, is evolved, and becomes one of the charac- 
teristics of universal history. According to the 
latest developments of physical and mental science, 
each one of these elements has also a corresponding 
element in nature which it manifests and interprets. 

That which we call, for the want of a better 
name, the mirthful element of life, like beauty and 
music, is one of the original faculties of the soul. 
It is not the result of a combination of other 
elements, neither is it a peculiar mode of mental 
action. There is no good word for it in our lan- 
guage, perhaps in any language ; which shows that 
the thing itself is not well understood, for language 
is the best index of thought, manifesting, by its 
7* 
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accuracy or looseness, clearness or conflision of 
ideas, summing up the culture of nations, embalm- 
ing the spirits of the departed, and causing them, as 
it were, to hover this side the eternal world, in the 
mysterious drapery of words. This element has 
been called wit; but wit is only a name for its 
action when combined with certain other elements. 
The same thing may be said of humor. What, in 
its real essence, this something is, for which we 
have no adequate term, we cannot tell, for mortals 
are not permitted to look upon naked substance. 
All the phenomena of consciousness are proper 
objects of observation for the human mind ; beyond 
these we cannot go, inasmuch as we cannot fathom 
the depths of our own nature. For the same 
reason, we cannot tell what that is which is appro- 
priately called beauty. " Beauty," says Winkle- 
man, "is one of the great mysteries of nature, 
whose influence we all see and feel ; but a general, 
distinct idea of its essential, must be classed among 
the truths yet undiscovered." The mirthful ele- 
ment of life permeates the whole being, and helps 
form that unit which we call the human spirit. 
To speak after the manner of the transcendentalists, 
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it is one of the loop-holes through which the infinite 
is spun out into the finite, the unconditioned into 
the conditioned, spirit into matter, the ideal into 
the real, the invisible into the visible. 

Regarded by itself alone, mirth is neither moral 
nor immoral. It is a spice of existence, a condiment 
of Ijeing. Other things being equal, its quantity in 
the individual may be determined by comparing him 
with others. Its quality is determined by indi- 
vidual characteristics. True to its end, it becomes 
alike the companion of degrading passion or of 
elevating moral sentiment. Bent on having its fun, 
its laughter is humane or malignant, according to 
the company it keeps. When some Dido " ties fast 
her eyes to the fair Trojan ships," it likes to see 
their roots cut loose from her overflowing heart, on 
purpose to behold the wild capers of madness and 
the melo-dramatic efforts of revenge. On the other 
hand, when the eyes are filled from the foil fi)un- 
tain of humanity, it paints on them the rainbow 
colors of humor, and makes the dearest object of 
love the subject of a smile. Seasoned with the 
sentiment of justice, it constitutes wit, properly so 
called. Wit knows no mercy, yet it stings only the 
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guilty. It is constituted by the mingling of the 
spirit of mirth with just indignation, with lawful 
resentment, with an opposition dictated by conscien- 
tiousness. On the contrary, humor is all mercy, 
and always loves when it laughs. It is the union 
of the kindly sentiments and the mirthftd element. 
It is " twice blessed," " blessing him that gives 
and him that receives." One is sympathetic, the 
other is antagonistic. The vice of the former is 
lliat of being too merciful, the vice of the latter is 
that of being too just. Satire ventures upon ground 
where wit disdains to go. It takes its secret 
draught of malignity, which wit will not touch. 
Humor is constructive, satire is destructive. One 
pertains to men as existing in union, the other per- 
tains to men as existing in division. They lie at 
opposite poles of humanity. One corrupts by too 
much loving, the other by too much hating. Wit 
is a kind of central land between humor and satire, 
whose bounds it is not easy definitely to trace. 

Leaving here this analysis, which, perhaps, we 
have already carried too far, we may pursue some- 
what at random the mirthful element in its play 
with all the other elements of human nature. 
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It mingles with speech, suggesting quaint, racy, 
keen, dainty, quirky forms of expression. It com- 
pels words with similarity of sound to look each 
other in the face, whose inmost souls abhor each 
other. In Shakspeare, Ben Jonson and others, at 
the Mermaid Inn, it prompted those words that 
were 

" So nimble, and so fall of subtle flame, 

As if that every one from whom they came 

Had put his whole wit in a jest** 

Like flint, it cuts " burning atoms " off from the 
great steel shaft of invective. When the hot shots 
of scorn have made a sieve of an antagonist, the 
imp of mirth presents itself, and provokes heart- 
less laughter. It sometimes puts a jest upon 
the " tongue that has a snatch of Tartarus and the 
souls in bale." It loves the Subtle, entangled, 
nimble suggestions of fancy. Mirth smuts the rosy 
face of Cupid, and rubs its glowing cheek on the 
" down of angels' wings." It plays alike with the 
" beautiful looks of cherubim," in the golden im- 
agination of Jeremy Taylor, and with " bright hair 
dabbled in blood," in Shakspeare's vision of Clar- 
ence. The spirit of mirth mingles with self-love. 
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and gives a provoking chuckle to self-compla<»ncy. 
It utters through the lips of genius sentences that 
are "steeped in the very brine of conceit, and 
sparkle like salt in fire." It sometimes leagues 
with cowardice and meanness, giving sly thrusts, 
uttering shrewd innuendoes, indulging in ambiguous 
insinuating mockeries. Backed up by hardihood, 
it is ready to " take a tug " at the nose of Lucifer, 
and then to follow at the heels of Puck while he 
is putting a girdle " round about the earth." It 
sometimes creeps out of sight, like the mole, pop- 
ping up its head just where it would be least looked 
for. It topples pathos over into bathos while the 
eyes are still wet ; and, with ear-stunning buffoonery, 
knocks down the thin partition back of the sub- 
lime, and exposes the whole green-room and stage- 
gear of the ridiculous. When the excited imagin- 
ation talks about the steeds that " guide the golden 
eye of heaven, and blow the morning from thdr 
nostrils," it likes to clap the reins into the bands of 
some degenerate offspring of the lawful driver, and 
see him tumble headlong down the skies. When 
the poet gets 

*• Up to the chin in the Pierian flood,** 
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it wickedly delights to see him strangle, and hear 
him cry for help. It substitutes the analogies of the 
fency for those of the reason, causing the logician to 
trip ridiculously. It exhibits itself in a thousand 
colors and forms fantastical ; twisting itself into a 
conundrum; looking into things with the eye of 
drollery ; assuming the proportions of the grotesque ; 
indul^ng, at the expense of dignity, in the burlesque ; 
lending itself to remorseless antagonism, to make an 
object more contemptible by laughter, more hateM 
by ridicule. Mirth, mingled with a feeling of reck- ' 
lessness, does not even spare the tomb. It sets wild 
will o*-the- wisps dancing "on the turf that covers 
great heaps of ruinous mortality," and grimly 
cracks a joke with that " lean fellow " who " beats 
all conquerors." It puns with "a word most 
infinitely terrible ; " or with " a word of hope," as 
in the following awful lines of Hood : 

** Death saw two players playing at cards, 
Bat the game was not worth a dump, 
For he quickly laid them flat with a spade. 
To wait for the final trump ! '* 

The sentiment of mirth is not in the least awed 
whon admitted within the sanctum savjctoriim. It 
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nant propensity to indulge in the mirtliful would 
"sooner lose his best friend than the least jest." 
He becomes drunken with fun, and loses the last 
vestige of sincerity, except in his peculiar pleasure ; 
for no man is a hypocrite in that, as Dr. Johnson 
long ago said. Thus it made a persifleur of 
Voltaire, who, to use an illustration we heard made 
the other evening by a distinguished divine, stood 
like a monkey on a monument, squeaking and 
gibbering at every passer-by, instead of gazing like 
a man into the infinite deep above him, and adoring 
Him who wrappeth the heavens about him as a gar- 
ment shining with myriad gems. Again, in its 
subordinate action, the mirthful element may be the 
servant of the highest wisdom or the lowest vice. 
On the one hand, it adds to harmless recreation, 
enlivens the " feast of reason," increases the " flow 
of soul," burns the castle of pride, writes " fool " 
on the forehead of dignified stupidity, points " the 
slow-moving finger" of scorn at oppression, "en- 
tices a smile into the ambush of despair," blasts and 
wastes everything that is opposed to purity, holi- 
ness, justice and humanity ; on the other hand, it 
adds to the enchantment of those scenes where the 
8 
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devotees of pleasure dance in the shadowy arms of 
death, rings in the wild laugh of the maniac, scoflfe 
at religion, makes a mockery of innocent affection, 
calms the complaining* conscience with a jest, makes 
merry with the divinest emotions, and sneers in the 
face of Heaven. Thus it acts ; but what it is in its 
essential we know not. It is like the daring, inquis- 
itive, infinitely nimble sunbeam, which penetrates 
everywhere, but will not be caught. 0, brother 
man, who hast taken it on thyself to be the moral 
teacher and guide of thy fellow-mortals, recognize 
this real element of humanity ; attempt not to 
smother it ; for our blessed mother-nature will war 
• against thee and conquer thee ; but guide it, approv- 
ing it when innocent, resisting it when coupled 
with delirium and sin, and thus, also, shalt thou 
help make thy own and others' existence on the 
earth tranquil and happy ! 

Mirth is often confounded with joy. They are 
twin-sisters, but have not the same soul. Joy is 
the natural result of the healthy and unobstructed 
activity of every function of the body and every 
faculty of the mind, a natural result of the ^^mens 
saiia in corpore sa?io.'* To enumerate all the 
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sources of joy, would be to enumerate all the 
elements of man's earthly and spiritual nature. 
When the system is in perfect health, joy beats in 
the heart, leaps along the arteries, tingles in the 
blood, throbs in the brain, swells in the chest, 
thrills in the nerves, glows in the face, springs in 
the muscles, makes vitality magnetic, imparts an 
electric touch to the senses, enables one to stand 
erect upon the turf and thank God that he lives. 
When joy would be strong, like Antaeus it must 
touch the earth. To pass from body to soul, 
joy is the satisfaction that comes from deeds of 
charity ; the still small voice of peace in the hour 
of sincere devotion ; the rainbow promise of hope 
that stands as the arched gateway of heaven ; the 
"well done" that approving conscience utters; 
gives a tremulous melody to the voice of innocent 
love ; twines itself sweetly with memory of home ; 
attends like a blessing angel the laborious scholar 
whose intellect is kindled with fire from on high ; is 
the response of our nature to the spirit of beauty 
that floods the universe ; flows with music into the 
very depths of the soul ; is found in the approv- 
ing smile of friends ; is our guest in the hour of 
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success ; is caught in the contagious sound of 
laughter; leaps around the social circle in the 
pleasant and stingless jest ; mingles with filial and 
parental affection ; is sometimes in the falling tear, 
and creeps gently in among the silent sorrows of the 
heart ; accompanied Paul to the third heaven ; 
dictated the shout of Archimedes when he dis- 
covered a new law of mathematics ; blossoms oa 
the pale lip of the departing saint ; fires the eye of 
the hero dying in the service of his country ; singa 
in the hallelujah hymns of martyrs ; is the well- 
being that ever comes as the reward of well-doing. 
Mirth loves joy, but adds something all its own. 
Mirth and joy are rarely seated lovingly together 
around the fireside of life. Mirth is often where 
joy is not. And often joy is where mirth is not. 
They seem to have shaken hands in Milton's 
L' Allegro, for the most witching lines in all litera- 
ture seem to bubble up from an almost fathomless 
fountain of merriment and happiness in a great 
Christian heart : 

" Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles. 
Nods, and becks, and wreathed smiles ; 
Sport, that wrinkled care derides, 
And laughter holding both his sides." 
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Every element of humanity is also a part of na- 
ture's soul. As the delicately thinking Greek partly 
saw and partly guessed, there is a true relation and 
correspondence between the Macrocosm and the 
Microcosm. Beauty pervades heaven and earth, as 
well as the spirit of man. What is integrated, con- 
scious, reduced to thought and life in man, lies abroad, 
disintegrated, and unconscious in nature. There is 
even no lack of reverence in the external world. 
" The aspect of nature is devout. Like the figure 
of Jesus, she stands vrith bended head, and hands 
folded upon the breast." The element that we are 
describing plays upon the face of all nature. The 
world without furnishes symbols to express all its 
modes of aotion. Moisture signifies humor, as 
straight signifies rectitude, and the crossing of a 
line transgression. The clouds play in the open 
sky, and their shadows chase each other along the 
earth in wildest glee. The water in the mountain- 
stream leaps and sports; the sun wears a broad 
smile on his face ; there is quiet humor in the 
twinkling of silent stars ; there is infinite frolic in 
the " multitudinous laughter of the ocean waves ; " 
and on a summer day, 
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" There 's a dance of leayes in the aspen bower. 
There 's a titter of win<is in the beechen-tree. 
There *8 a smile on the fniit, and a smile on the flower. 
And a laugh from the brook that runs to the sea ! " 

History, as humanity develops itself, manifests 
on a great scale, from age to age, on the broad 
theatre of the world, every element that is found in 
the individual. The mirthful element of our 
nature has exhibited itself from the first day, giving 
rise to the amusements of every people, erecting 
the comic stage, seasoning the best literature of 
every age, giving to philosophy as well as poetry 
that quality for which we have the keenest relish. 
Like every other element, it has its representative 
man, or men. It exists to a certain extent in each 
one ; but he is its representative, par excellence^ in 
whom its existence is characterized by most and 
best, whom Momus and Comus have chosen to be 
the chief recipient of their favors, whom nature has 
permitted to behold the "open secret" of her 
mirth, as it flows like the waters of thought from 
form to form, as it whisks with Protean skill from 
mask to mask. To whom shall be awarded this 
honor ? Who has taken the firmest hold of the 
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thread of mirth, — one of the threads of human 
life, — a thread spun out of the heart of Adam, 
passing with multitudinous evolutions through every 
soul as it comes and goes, — a thread of Destiny 
spun by the cunning fingers of Will ? We will 
leave this an open question, simply commending it 
to the attention of learned antiquarian societies, 
and will glance at the historical manifestation of 
this element as exhibited in men of acknowledged 
genius. 

The euphonious name of the old comic poet 
Aristophanes comes up, associated with dreamy 
recollections, reminding us of hours stolen irom the 
" Graeca Majora," to take a sip, half bitter, half 
delicious, of the fun that seemed to flow from 
a perennial fountain. The fountain was deeply 
shaded, the stream flowed in no open channel. 
Far down among the rocks loosely piled above it, 
the gleaming waters of mirth were heard fretting 
and humming, as it were in a spray of voices sweetly 
mingling, and uttering, thus to speak, water-fall 
music ; dapping wings to the imagination ; sending 
the fancy after listening naiads ; wrapping the senses 
in a sweet delirium of joy. Many a hard hour wo 
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tugged at those rocks, — those hard Greek words, — 
to get a full draught of the delicious stream which 
they provokingly covered ; and often, too, our efforts 
were fruitless as those of Tantalus. Sometimes 
the stream flowed through miry places ; but nature 
herself has a liking for swamps, which she softly car- 
pets, and shades with ever-green bowers. Our tutor, 
whose puritanism was tempered with a natural kind- 
ness, forbade such stolen hours; but we reminded 
him of the saying of Plato, that the ** mind of 
Aristophanes was the dwelling-place of all the 
graces," and, with boyish humor, persisted in liking 
the poet who could make dogs bark in chorus, and 
pigs grunt iambics, better than the chapel prayers. 
As Pericles was the genius of Athenian politics, as 
Phidias was the genius of Grecian sculpture, as 
Plato was the genius of Grecian philosophy, as 
Sophocles was the genius of ancient tragedy, so 
Aristophanes was the genius of Grecian comedy. 
" Never, probably," says Mr. Grote, " will the 
full flow and unshackled force of comedy be so 
exhibited again." Aristophanes laughed at and 
satirized everybody and everything in Athens. 
Politicians, poets, sophists, philosophers, dema- 
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gogues, manners, customs, laWs, institutions, wars, 
generals, priests, oracles, people,' professions, trades, 
— gods and men, were the objects of his unmeas- 
ured and unsparing ridicule. As Shakspeare made 
merry with the " Wives of Windsor," so the Grecian 
made merry with almost every living character in 
his country. His " tippling, boozing, muddle- 
headed, gaping, jeering, egging, volatile, fluttering 
Demos," between the demagogue Cleon and the 
victorious Sausage-vender, is not surpassed by the 
Falstaff of Shakspeare, surrounded by his " ragged 
regiment." His comedies, to stop short on an 
exhaustless theme, are like a compound of the 
Dunciad, the plays of Sheridan, the songs of 
Beranger, the buffoonery of Yankee Hill, and the 
contents of a police gazette. 

Hood, to imitate the friskiness of the mirthful 
spirit, and take a leap of more than two thousand 
years, is the greatest of all punsters, and has made 
Punch a "European power." Great orators are fond 
of puns. Cicero told a tailor, who had become one of 
the Conscript Fathers and had just made a speech in 
the Roman Senate, that he had touched the matter 
" am,'^ — that is, with the point of a needle, or with 
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acuteness. The French Piron was a kind of human 
machine for throwing off "squibs, pleasantries, 
sarcasms, plays of words, and burning scintillations 
of wit." Goethe's wit took a serious and philosophic 
turn. Nothing equals the fiendish frolic of his 
Mephistopheles, who, indeed, would have been " the 
glass of fashion," " the mould of form," " the 
observed of all observers," the merriest, maddest 
guest, at a supper-party among Milton's compar- 
atively lubberly devils in Pandemonium. Shak- 
speare's Thersites — a compound of hornet-stings, 
with the points all out — excels everjrthing else in 
satire. Rabelais and Swift would seem to claim 
especial notice ; but they are too beastly to admit 
into decent company. In filthiness of wit, they go 
beyond anything in Aristophanes, heathen as he 
was, with all the license of the old Greek comedy, 
and consciously writing for none but male auditors, 
Sterne was a genuine wit, but did not keep within 
the bounds of taste. Wit, keen and wholesome, sea- 
sons the admirable good sense of Horace, and Sydney 
Smith. Here we must break off, leaving Pope, 
Voltaire, Izaak Walton, Moli^re, Thackeray, Lowell, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE MIHTHFUL ELEMENT OF LIFE. 95 

William Smith, John Jones, and all the rest, 
unnoticed for the present. 

It is time for us to throw off our gloom, and 
reflect in our hearts and faces the sunshine of God's 
beautiful world. Our age has got a bad disease, 
that may be called " The Former Times ; " it is too 
much prone to retrospection. It seems to have 
been sleeping with the elder ages ; and, like young 
people that sleep with their grandparents, is grow- 
ing prematurely old. We gaze backward; the 
earth appears to our sickly imaginations a vast 
cemetery ; the dry dust starts forth, animated with 
ghostly life, as if in the " dance of death." We 
repudiate the sun, and dig by dim lamp-light after 
the canonized skeletons of the fathers. Blessed be 
the past ! but the past is not the whole of things. 
We are not only " sicklied o'er with the pale cast 
of thought," but we have grown faint-hearted 
through gloom, and our highest energies are para- 
lyzed with fear. Like people who are troubled at 
the thought of grave-yards, we are attended by 
ghostly troops of imaginary cares. We kiss pallid 
lips, are moved to love by melancholy looks, and 
pay men money for speaking to us in sepulchral 
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tones. Let death be the subject of aolemn and 
religious meditation; but do not fling life into his 
cold arms, before he comes of his own accord. 

Humanity, like nature, should always be joyous 
and young. The poet never loses his childhood. 
" Infancy is the perpetual Messiah, which comes 
into the arms of fallen men, and pleads with them 
to return to paradise." The first miracle was the 
turning of water into wine to enliven a marriage 
festival. It is no crime in this sunny world to be 
glad ; it shows no lack of wisdom to be merry ; it is 
no folly to laugh. Mirth is an effervescence in the 
cup of life J joy, its overflow. When the soul is 
filled with snow-heaps of sorrow, when its life-cur- 
rents are frozen over with grief, when it lies an icy 
expanse wrapped in the liquid coldness of despair's 
atmosphere, then let the mirthful element of our 
being beckon the angel of cheerfulness, like the 
summer from the south, bringing the melting heat 
of wit, the gladdening sunshine of humor, accom- 
panied by music, attended by dancing forms of 
beauty, ministered unto by the virtues, vitalized 
by a genial warmth of sympathy, that quickens, 
expands, ripens into the fruits of wisdom and peace. 

X 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE MIRTHFUL ELEMENT OF LIFE. 97 

Let this element of life, also, shower upon us its 
bounty of joy, 

" like the Hours, 
That open-handed sit upon the clonds. 
And press the liberality of Heaven 
Do^vm to the laps of thankful men." 
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BT JAMES LUAIBAAD. 

. The creeds that perverted the Holy One fled, 

And man learned a truth that he knew not before, 
When Christ, in his prayer to the Infinite, said, 

" My Grod and my Father is yours evermore ! " 
Can you press the foul chalice of sin to your lips, 

With a sense of the fervor pervading that prayer? 
Nor error nor darkness its glow can eclipse, 

For the tide of confusion ebbs finally there. 

This world would become one of gladness intense, 

A reflection of that whose enjoyments endure. 
If man would give ear to the dictates of sense, 

And cherish the feelings that render him pure. 
Then life would be spent in the service of love, 

The flag of contention be evermore furled. 
Glad angels approvingly smile fi-om above, 

And Peace, like a halo, encircle the world. 
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The pride of the forest and wealth of the mine 
Would for each form a dwelling with elegance 
fraught, 
If Art as a brother with Labor would twine, 

And yield to the guidance of Love as they 
wrought. 
And the fruits of the earth would supply every 
home 
With the comforts and blessings now known to 
the few. 
If the idle and thoughtless to duty would come, 
And work, as their Maker designed they should 
do. 

While yearly the earth is renewing her youth, 

To supply every physical want of mankind. 
There is wisdom enough in the volume of truth 

To light up the temple of every mind. 
And love at the fountain sufficient to fill 

Every heart with the rapture that words never 
told, 
And adequate grace, with a generous will. 

To bring every soul to the heavenly fold. 
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When all wlio have strength shall apply it with 
care 

To that which a positive good will secure, 
And they who have more than enough and to spare 

Shall freely dispense of their goods to the poor, — 
When the veil from the eyes of the selfish is drawn. 

And wealth is no longer devoted to sin, — 
Then, then shall this era of blessedness dawn, 

Then, then shall Uiis day of salvation begin f 
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BT O. W. WIGHT. 

There are two ways in which God makes known 
something of himself to the world; he reveals 
himself through the souls of the wisest and hest, 
and manifests his power, wisdom and goodness, in 
nature. 

Our Bible contains a record of the deepest relig- 
ious experience of the race. For this reason, it has 
been and will be regarded as divine. Notwithstand- 
ing the scoff of the infidel, notwithstanding the crit- 
icism of ages, during changes in all human institu- 
tions, in government's and laws, in philosophy and 
literature, in habits and customs, in forms of wor^ 
ship and church regulations, the Bible has been 
more and' more prized, as civilization has advanced, 
as men have become from epoch to epoch more 
enlightened. Science has poured upon scripture a 
9* 
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full blaze of light ; yet it has only aided in bringing 
to view its hidden truths, and in fathoming its 
deeper meaning. Revelation has continually yielded 
its guiding light, just so fur as man has been 
willing to receive it, and able to search it out. The 
Bible contains eternal truths that the child may 
understand, as well as truths that tax the most 
severely disciplined intellect of the greatest philoso- 
pher. • While each one may know what is sufficient 
for himself, there are in God*s revealed word 
reserved depths to be fathomed by the advancing 
mind of each new age. In it there are holy teach- 
ings for him who has scarce a dozen thoughts in all 
his life, and holy teachings for him who makes the 
stars his playthings, and stoops to touch the loftiest 
thought. 

If we look only at the literary character of the 
Bible, it surpasses all other books. No epics are 
equal in sublimity to Job and the Prophets. The 
wanderings of Moses with the children of Israel 
surpass in thrilling interest the wanderings of the 
sage Ulysses with the returning Greeks. The 
beautiful lyrics of Pindar and Horace suffer when 
compared with the Psalms of David. 
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But, in addition to all this, the Scriptures contain 
what is of infinitely more importance than literary, 
value. In the Scriptures are recorded the dealings of 
Grod with man. In them are revealed the mysteries 
of man's spiritual being, and the immortality of the 
soul. Above all, in them we have the history of 
the life, teachings, death, resurrection and ascension, 
of Jesus Christ, the Saviour of the world. His 
meek, forgiving, prayerful, compassionate, life-giving 
spirit has been preserved for us in " the book of 
books." Thither we may go to obtain food fi)r the 
soul. It is the real means of moral culture ; for the 
only genuine moral culture must have its founda- 
tion in the principles of the Christian religion. It 
is within the reach of all ; by its influence the hum- 
blest may ascend the heavens, and look down upon 
kings and haughty conquerors. 

Let us turn from revelation to nature. The man 
of science here may aid us, but we must remember 
that all the laws which he discovers only show the 
manner in which the all-pervading spirit of God 
acts upon material things. Nature is an open 
volume, which we may read at all hours, if we will 
only open our eyes. As the fabled Antaeus, when 
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almost exhaasted in the embrace of Hercules, 
. regained his strength as often as he could touch the 
earth, so we, when wearied with the toils, cares, 
perplexities, and anxieties of life, find our powers 
renewed aft«r holding converse for a short time with 
nature. 

The secret of the true poet's wisdom is, that he 
goes to nature with a child-like heart, willing to 
carry away the impressions he recdves. We may 
a]l thus become poets, if we will be true to our best 
and holiest feelings. We may not become verse- 
makers ; but we may learn to think as Shakspeare 
thought, and feel as Shakspeare felt, while engaged 
in the common duties of life. From nature we 
receive our ideas of sublimity, of grandeur, of 
majesty, of beauty. The earth all around us sends 
up holy influences, to win the heart to love the great 
Creator. Earth, with its waving harvest, its green 
meadows, its beautiful flowers, its solemn forests, its 
majestic rivers, its cloud-capt mountains, its out- 
stretched continents, its "oceans old and gray," — 
earth, with all these, may be mirrored on the soul 
that lives with intellectual life, and may give hal- 
lowed feelings of sublimity, filling the heart with 
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reverence and love. Above us and around are the 
bending heavens, embracing the world in sympathy. 
The silent stars watch over us, coming and going 
with evening and morning, — a myriad celestial 
host. God speaks to us from every created thing. 
He speaks to us in the prattling voice of the stream- 
let, in the manly tones of the waterfall, in the 
whisperings of the zephyr aB it wantons among the 
foliage of the trees, in the thunder-tones of the 
tempest. The birds and the flowers, angels of 
heaven's love, come with each returning season to 
bless. By communing with God in nature, we 
become conscious of his unspeakable love to us, we 
are strengthened in wisdom and virtue. The 
Omnipresent has filled his universe with music and 
love, with beauty and blessing, with solemnity and 
grandeur ; he breathes through visible created things 
holy influences, to sanctify his own image in the 
human soul. Along all the great arteries of nature 
beats the deep pulse of Deity, sending the life- 
spirit through the universe, through the soul of 
man. 

To nature we may all go. Money and station 
there give no one any exclusive privileges. The 
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key that unlocks treasures so vast, so priceless, is an 
humble, obedient heart, a spirit that struggles to 
unite itself with the All- Wise. Let no one. 
tell us there is nothing holy in nature. " For the 
invisible things of him from the creation of the 
world are clearly seen, being understood by the 
things that are made, even his eternal power and 
Godhead." 

Creation is the oldest revelation of God. When 
we go thither for study, we find ourselves amidst 
the living things of to-day, yet in the shadow of the 
primeval world. To man's works we need not go 
for antiquity. Nature has an antiquity beyond 
that of pyramids, of crumbling temples, of buried 
cities.* Earth has her own venerableness. Her own 
forests have darkened her hills for ages with tremen- 
dous gloom. Her mysterious springs pour out 
everlasting waters from unsearchable recesses. Her 
wrecks of elemental contests are strewn around. 
Her jagged rocks are monumental of an earlier 
world. The lowliest of her beauties has an anti- 
quity beyond that of Nineveh or Babylon. The 



* Portions of this paragraph are altered from Talfourd. 
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evening breeze has for us the old sweetness which 
it shed over the fields of Canaan when Isaac went 
out to meditate. The Nile swells with its rich 
waters towards the bulrushes of Egypt, as when the 
infant Moses nestled among them, watched by the 
sisterly love of Miriam. Zion's hill has not passed 
away, as did its temple, nor lost its sanctity amidst 
the tumultuous changes around it, nor even by the 
accomplishment of that awful religion of types and 
symbols which once was enthroned on its steeps. 
The sun to which we turn our eyes is the same 
which shone over Thermopylae ; the wind to which 
we listen swept over Salamis, and scattered the 
armaments of Xerxes. The heavens upon which 
the Psalmist gazed with reverence and awe still 
" declare the glory of Grod." 

He who is the author of Kevelation is also the 
author of nature. Like obedient children of the 
Infinite, let us accept the teachings of both. 
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BY REV. THEODORE CLAPP. 

It is absurd to suppose that a good man can be 
insensible to the distinctions of moral character in 
the oonmiunitj where he lives. He must recognize 
and deplore the sad inferiority of those who have 
cast off the restraints of reason, consciencCi and 
religion. Yet it may be in his power essentially 
to cherish the sentiment recommended by the 
apostle, " Let each esteem others better than them- 
selves." How, it may be asked ? He may reflect 
that possibly the worst person in the circle of his 
acquaintance may be no more guilty in the sight of 
God than he is, and stand in no greater need of 
mercy and forgiveness. Is it not plain that such a 
view of the lost and fallen around him would tend 
to nourish in his bosom the liveliest sensibilities to 
their wants, sorrows, interests and welfare ? 

It may be inquired. Can a Christian with pro- 
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priety entertain the reflections which have just been 
named ? Is it reasonable for him to suppose that 
possibly the worst person of his acquaintance may 
be less guilty in the sight of God than himself? 
We answer these questions in the affirmative. Do 
any doubt the correctness of the position here 
assumed ? To all such we would briefly address 
the following reflections. It is universally admitted 
that there is an essential diflerence between sin and 
guilt. To be sure, they are very nearly allied, yet 
they must not be confounded as absolutely identical. 
To adopt a conversational style, we would say that a 
small amount of sin may .involve a large share or 
amount of guilt. On the contrary, one may spend 
a long life in performing sinful actions, and contract 
very little guilt thereby, — perhaps none at all. 

We will give an explanation. It is a maxim 
among all moralists, divines and ethical writers, 
that the actual guilt or criminality of any sinner is, 
other things being equal, in proportion to the oppor- 
tunities of virtue with which he has been favored. 
The Bible tells us that when the unenlightened 
heathen do wrong, the Creator imputeth to them a 
degree of criminality in accordance with the light 
10 
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which they have enjoyed and abused. But for 
doing the same things we are regarded as infinitely 
more to blame than they; because we have the 
principles of Christianity, science, refinement, and 
the highest forms of civilization. None, we pre- 
sume, will deny these principles. It is easy, 
then, to see that the criminality of one, whose life 
has been distinguished by the most surpassing excel- 
lence, may be so enhanced, aggravated, by the 
superior light and advantages allotted him, as to 
preponderate, or outweigh that of the most aban- 
doned reprobate in the community. For the guilt 
of this degraded man depends upon the moral helps 
and appliances which he has enjoyed. Perhaps 
these have been singularly small. Originally he 
had a very poor mind. The intellect of a person 
(says Dr. Rush, in one of his celebrated medical 
works) may be so weak that he cannot be con- 
sidered an accountable agent. Then, the circum- 
stances of his life have been most forbidding and 
unpropitious. In the beginning he was thrown 
ujx)n the world a helpless orphan. He grew up 
amidst physical sufierings of the severest kind, and 
familiarized to every form of vice. More, he was 
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bred to practise many sins as the climax of honor 
and wisdom. He was not taught even the elements 
of knowledge. All his mental capabilities have 
been crushed by the iron hand of want, folly and 
misfortune. Now, is it not possible that, although 
he has trampled on the most sacred laws of God and 
man, done the most revolting things, his actual 
guilt before the omniscient Judge is less than that 
of the most eminent saint living ? 

We have not the slightest doubt that there have 
been frequent occurrences of this kind. A poor 
man, really guilty, has been arraigned, tried, con- 
demned and executed, for murder ; when, perhaps, 
in the sight of Heaven, there was less guilt in his 
bosom than that belonging to any member of the 
court, jury or counsel, by whose instrumentality his 
fate was sealed ; less, it may be, than that of any 
of the crowd which followed him with hisses and 
execrations to the scaffold. Solemn and admonitory 
reflection ! 

Let us not be understood as advocating that 
mawkish sentimentalism which would exempt 
the ignorant criminal from merited punishment. 
The civil law cannot entertain the apologies for 
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sinners above mentioned. They can have no placo 
except before the bar of God. The head of that 
man, who, with a sane mind, takes the life of a 
fellow-being, must, as the laws now stand, pay the 
awful penalty of his transgressibn. Yet it will do 
no hurt to remember that if his lot had been dif- 
ferent, if from early life he had been surrounded 
with the means of intellectual and moral improve- 
ment, he might have been a charm, light and 
blessing, to society. Then, he might have descended 
to his grave " full of days and honor." A city, 
state, nation, a world, might have mourned over his 
decease. His memory, watered by the tears of joy 
and. gratitude, might be handed down green, flourish- 
ing and beautifrd, through a long succession of ages. 
An apostle says, that whatever may be your superi- 
ority over others, it can be no legitimate ground for 
boasting. It is a gift of God. He alone has made 
you to differ from the most fallen and unhappy of 
those around you. At any rate, such reflections are 
fitted to soflen the heart ; to lay the axe at the root 
of pride, vanity and self-conceit; and to breathe 
into the soul the kind, gentle, loving spirit of 
angels, that long-suffering and forbearance, and 
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those tender sympathies, wtiich constitute not only 
the crowning ornament, but the life, soul and 
essence, of the Christian character. Let us not 
forget that the law of charity simply requires us to 
cherish the most lively, intense, thorough and prac- 
tical sensibilities to the wants, sufferings and 
welfare, of all in the circle of our intercourse, 
irrespectiye of their characters. 

This principle is, perhaps, nowhere so perfectly 
exemplified as among the Sisters of Charity. Many 
of them were bom to wealth. But they renounced 
the world. The vows of God are upon them. 
What have they vowed ? Simply that they " will 
esteem others better than themselves." What 
others ? The inmates of yonder hospital. Among 
them are many of the lowest of our race in moral 
respects. For these they watch and perform the 
most menial services ; for these they smooth the 
pillow, and whisper the consolations of religious 
faith, with as much tenderness and assiduity as if 
they were laboring for fathers and brethren, intimate 
relations and friends. What a difference between 
these noble beings and those of the same sex whose 
only ambition is devotedness to the follies, pomps 
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and shows, of a merely mortal life ! Not that all 
should turn nuns, but simply carry their principles 
into the various walks of life. Then no suffering 
sick would be unattended or unrelieved, if relief 
were a possible matter. 

Once more, were the sensibilities we are com- 
mending to pervade the breasts of all classes, would 
any poor children grow up in neglect, to be lost 
and ruined, — to become a curse to themselves and 
all around? If Christians valued them as their 
own, would they not be trained to lives of useful- 
ness and virtue here, and for the felicities of an 
immortal world hereafter ? Dr. Channing once 
said, speaking of Boston, if all our poor children 
here could be saved, the remaining social evils 
which annoy us would soon fade away and be for- 
gotten. 

Let us see for a moment what should be the 
effects of this principle in the department of relig- 
ious and ecclesiastical life. The unkindness which 
originates in religious partialities travels beyond the 
precincts of the sanctuary. It enters with its con- 
taminating breath the domestic circle, the scenes of 
business, the counting-room, the market-house, the 
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mechanic's shop, and the merchant's store. Says 
Robert Hall, the most eloquent of modern Trinita- 
rians, different denominations regarding each other 
with the jealousies of rival empires, each striving to 
build itself up on the ruins of others, and each 
making extravagant professions of piety and ortho- 
doxy, and generally in proportion to their destitu- 
tion of both, is the disgusting spectacle which 
modem Christianity presents. But, if all had the 
spirit of Christ, would they not all fraternize, 
tender cordial congratulations, and toil together to 
promote the same kingdom ? And would not all 
heaven look down in exultation on this universal 
keeping of the law of charity ? 

Let us now look, for a moment, at some of the 
motives by which Paul enforces attention to the 
precept undei consideration. First, he assures us 
that this sentiment is one of the perfections of our 
Creator, which we are bound as far as possible to 
imitate. He teaches that God's most peculiar and 
distinguishing glory is a sensibility to the welfare 
of sinners, as far surpassing any feeling of the kind 
which we can cherish as the infinite exceeds the 
finite. With him it is a principle which has no 
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limits; which can never for a moment intennit ita 
depth, intensity, tenderness and strength; which 
can never change, waver, tire or fail, but must out- 
last, survive, and triumph over all human guilt and 
unworthiness. 

Our Saviour, in his various discourses, advances 
the same doctrine. For proof thereof, he refers us 
to the outward and visible creation. This great 
globe was made for sinners. The rain and sun 
descend alike on the evil and the good. But he 
informs us that the most striking display of a 
Father's love is seen in the gift of his Son. Jesus 
teaches that our Father actually receives more 
pleasure in witnessing the return of a single aban- 
doned sinner to the paths of duty, than in the 
contemplation of the countless millions of the just, 
who have never sinned. What a thought ! It is 
one of the best arguments for the divinity of the 
Gospel. It is certain that no uninspired mind, of 
any age or clime, could have hit upon such a 
glorious idea. The Son of God declares that he 
was commissioned to say to the worst of sinners, 
that it is the infinite pleasure of the Father to 
employ his amassing attributes in upholding, provid- 
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ing for, and blessing him, — in effecting his present 
and everlasting good. Is it, then, to be regarded as 
an act of condescension derogatory to our character 
to sympathize with the fallen, and do all in our 
power to elevate and reform them ? 

Again, Paul remarks that this was the mind 
which was in Christ Jesus. He left the glory which 
he had before the world was, and appeared on earth 
to taste death for every man, — the painful and 
ignominious death of the cross. He lived and died 
for our salvation ; to open to us a pathway through 
the grave to the wonders and glories of a better 
world ; to be the connecting link between the mor- 
tal and immortal, earth and heaven, time and 
eternity. With the spirit of Jesus in our bosoms, 
we should find no difficulty in " esteeming others 
better than ourselves ; " we should rejoice to labor, 
suffer, make sacrifices, and pour out our treasures, 
and even, if necessary, to lay down our life for their 
benefit and exaltation. 

Finally, Paul refers us to his own self-sacrificing 
and disinterested labors as an example of the true 
effects of Christian sympathy. How singular and 
romantic was the life of this man ! He was born to 
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wealth, honor and fame. He might have passed 
his days in Tarsus, his native city, which was the . 
rival of Athens, Antioch and Alexandria. But he 
gave them all up. He renounced the charms of a 
father's house, the ease and safety of a luxurious 
home, soft-bedded comfort and unbroken plenty, to 
become a desjjised and persecuted missionary. With 
unflinching constancy, through a long life, he 
encountered the severest labors, privation and suf- 
fering. By what motives was he actuated ? These 
are expressed in the following words : " I count not 
this world, nor life itself, dear to me, that I may 
finish the ministry appointed me, to make known to 
a benighted world the riches of eternal redemption 
through Jesus." 

It is a reflection that often visits the mind, — 
What a beautiftd world this would be, if sympathy, 
love, and kind offices, were extended to all who 
need them ! There is regard enough for those who 
are great, prosperous, powerful and admired. But 
they can get along without it. ! the soul sickens, 
when we look upon the fallen and degraded of 
earth, who have no smiles from others, and no 
encouragement to throw oflP their fetters and rise to 
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the dignity of moral worth ! As we gaze upon the 
mournful scene, the question arises, What can be 
done to elevate and reform the sinful ? What can 
stay the bitter waters which flow so abundantly 
from the fountains of scorned and neglected vice ? 
What can calm the troubled bosom of those who 
are crushed to the dust by the iron hand of want, 
crime and misfortune ? 

Society must undergo a thorough and radical 
change. We have had enough of the mere an- 
nouncement of beautiful principles by the pulpit and 
theological literature. The world now needs a new 
era, — an era of practical reformation, — a dispen- 
sation in which the great object of honor shall 
consist in not being a hearer^ but a doer^ of the 
truth. When we reflect upon the wrongs, inequali- 
ties and injastice, which prevail in society, we 
cannot but exclaim, — Would that a mighty voice 
from heaven might soon break forth on a slum- 
bering world ! Not in the tones of wrath, but in 
those of love, in melodious notes, sweet as the music 
of angels, inspiring and lifting up the hearts of those 
who are earnestly striving to promote the advance- 
ment of truth and happiness. ! how beautiful 
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are the tears of sympathy that fall lovingly upon 
the grief-torn pilgrim of earth ! Nothing else on 
this footstool appears more glorious in the sight of 
God. Angels bear them up to the bosom of the 
Father, as the sign that man is not wholly aban- 
doned to evil, — that a reforming work is going on 
here, and that better fates and fortunes are in store 
for our long misguided and unhappy race ! 
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"Good Heavens! what do 1 see?" exclaimed 
Antonio Myrtleby, the young gardener, as he ceased 
watering his flowers, and looked up with admiring 
eyes to the balcony of Grimwig Hall. There stood 
Lady Geraldine, the only child of Sir Gregory 
Grimwig, in all the glow and sunshine of her 
youthful beauty, looking lovely enough to break 
one's heart. The rich jewels on her bosom flashed 
in the sunlight, the 'breeze played with her goldoi 
ringlets, and her long white veil floated around her 
like the airy cloud which envelops blessed spirits. 
" As sure .as I live," continued Antonio, to himself, 
"she wears those self-same lilies and roses in her 
hair that I made bold to ofier her, this morning! 
Now, what may I think of that ? Ah, that I had 
offered myself ! But what a mad-cap I am ! Mind 
11 
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thy business, Antonio. Thou art a poor gardener ; " 
and he went on with renewed diligence, almost 
drowning the lilies and roses, and leaving the pop- 
pies and sweet-williams to beseech the cloudless 
heavens for a more bountiful supply. He was very 
industrious for a time, and his head and heart were 
busy also, thinking of the beautiful human flower in 
the balcony of Grimwig Hall ; calling fondly to 
memory the many times she had walked in the 
garden to admire the flowers, and how she had once 
sat on the steps of his mother's cottage, and talked 
lovingly with his sister Mabel, while he played on 
his guitar under the old elm-tree. Dear ! Dear ! 
How could he help it ? 

At length he ventured one more look ; but she 
was gone, for the sun had set, and the dew was 
falling. So, afler putting his spade and hoe in 
their places, and hanging the watering-pot by the 
old well, he went home to his supper. 

" Bless your dear heart ! '* said good Mother 
Myrtleby, as she regarded him with a look of deep 
aflFection ; " what an appetite you have to-night, 
Antonio, my boy. You have been working hard 
to-day, I think." 
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"That I have, mother dear," replied Antonio; 
" and I feel right cheerful, too, which you know 
always gives one a good relish for his supper." So 
the old lady brought some fresh rolls and another 
pat of butter for the table, and sat down again to 
her knitting. 

When the moon rose, Antonio took his guitar, as 
was his custom, and wett out under the old elm- 
tree to play. He heard the sound of a fiddle and 
tamborine in the distance, and he knew that the 
youths and maidens of the village were dancing on 
the green ; but he did not wish to join them, for his 
heart was elsewhere. So he looked up through the 
green boughs, and fell desperately in love with the 
moon. As his hand Wandered carelessly over the 
strings of liis guitar, such a beautiful song came 
from his lips, — which might have applied to the 
moon, or any other fair lady, — that he himself was 
surprised. 

" What a beautiful night it is ! " he said, mus- 
ingly ; and, taking his guitar upon his shoulder, he 
walked forth into the moonlight. " I wonder how 
the lilies and roses look, all sparkling with dew in 
this silver light." So he sauntered away towards the 
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Hall; but he forgot to look at the flowers. He 
walked carelessly by them, and seating himself 
under a little bower of lilacs and syringas, he began 
to play upon his guitar. In a few moments he 
gained courage, and, with a loud, clear voice, he 
repeated his song. 

" Who 's there, who 's there, I say ! " cried a 
gtuff voice from an upper window. " If you are a 
love-sick young man, you had better go home before 
you get cold. It's no use manoeuvring after my 
daijghter. I can take care of her myself. So go 
home, shallow-pate ! " 

" Ah, Sir Gregory, is that you ? " said Antonio, 
as he stepped forth boldly. "I hope I have not 
disturbed you with my little sonnet to the moon." 

" Eh I Antonio ! I thought you was some one 
else. So that was not intended for my daughter ? " 

" Your daughter ! Fie ! No, sir ; I should not 
spend my breath to so little purpose." 

"What's that you say, young man? Have a 
care ! My daughter is a judge of music. She has 
an ear for it, and no man shall speak lightly of her. 
Take your guitar, sir, and go round to the left wing 
of the hall, and sing that song to her under the 
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willow branches ; but mind you don't speak one word 
to her. Let her think that it is a young man in 
love, if she will. Ah, ha ! that 's a joke ! " 

*' As you will, Sir Gregory. It is a pleasure to 
obey you ; " and, in a few moments, Antonio was 
singing like a bird from the willow branches close 
by Geraldine's window. The light was darkened in 
the room, the curtain was raised, and a fair face 
gleanjed forth in the moonlight. " Antonio ! " she 
whispered. Still Antonio sung, 

•* Hist ! lady, hist ! I speak no word ; 
Antonio is my name ; 
To-night I am a wandering bird, — 
Forgive me that I came." 

"O, Antonio!" she whispered again, "I like 
your songs ; but it is very- wrong of you to come 
here, and if you do not wish to offend me, you will 
go away." 

** Farewell, sweet lady, — I obey, 
Since you have said * Depart ! ' 
But grant one kindly word, I pray. 
To poor Antonio's heart." 

She stretched her white hand from the window. 
11* 
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Antonio pressed it to his lips, and sprang from the 
tree. 

" Did you do as I told you ? " said Sir Gregory, 
who still sat at his window, waiting for the appear- 
ance of Antonio. 

" Exactly, sir." 

** And did you not speak one word ? " 

** Not a word, sir." 

" That 's right, my boy. Now go home." . 

CHAPTER n. 

The next moniing Antonio was busy with his 
flowers, as usual, when two horsemen rode up the 
great avenue that led to the front entrance of the 
Hall. The foremost, from his dress and manner, 
appeared to be a person of distinction. He wore a 
sword with a jewelled hilt, a star glittered on his 
breast, and a white plume nodded in his helmet. 
The other appeared to be his servant. 

** Who in the world can that be ? " said Antonio, 
as he leaned thoughtfully upon his hoe ; " and what 
business can he have here ? " But he did not have 
to wait many days, to find out the stranger's inten- 
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tions. Lord Ludore — for so he was called — 
devoted himself entirely to Geraldine. He rode, he 
walked and talked with her, and looked down upon 
Antonio, when he passed him, as though he was an 
earth-worm. But Geraldine always greeted him 
with a sweet smile, and received the flowers he 
offered her as kindly and gracefully as if they had 
come from the hand of Lord Ludore himself. It 
was a hard thing for Antonio, and he labored more 
busily than ever, in order to drive away evil 
thoughts ; but, when he came to look over his work, 
he found roots of violets and mignonette wrong side 
up, and poppies and primroses tied up to trellises. 
Thus the week wore away, and he went home from 
his work on Saturday night, never so tired. 

Mother Myrtleby met him at the door, with a 
glowing countenance. " Antonio ! " she ex- 
claimed. " Good news ! To-morrow morning Lord 
Ludore and Lady Geraldine will be married in the 
chapel. All the tenants and villagers are invited ; 
and at noon we are all to dine at the Hall, and 
Lord Ludore and Lady Geraldine will sit down 
with us. 0, my ! She is an angel ! " 

Antonio did not throw up his hat, or turn a 
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eomerset, or do anything extravagant, as she 
expected. Without even so much as a smile, he 
sat down and leaned his head on the window-seat. 
Then he took his hat, and telling her that he did 
not care for any supper, he went out, and left her 
^ing after him in speechless astonishment. 

Struggling bravely with his troubled spirit, he 
turned towards the ibrest. There he met with 
Estelle and Kosalind, two merry-hearted girls, 
with bright eyes and waving ringlets, who wei^ 
^gathering flowers for the morrow. They saw him, 
•and, kissing their hands to him, they called him to 
.come and help them ; but when he shook his head 
and turned from them with a melancholy smile, 
they sent whole showers of leaves and blossoms after 
him. 

" Ah ! they are very beautiful and happy girls ! " 
said he. " Why is it that I have not given my 
heart to one of them, and not sufiered myself to be 
,so deceived by the gentle smiles and winning ways 
.of the lovely Geraldine?" Then his heart gave 
the true answer, that, although they were, indeed, 
brilliant and bewitching, yet they possessed not that 
quiet grace and tender sensibility which educa- 
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tion and refinement had shed like a halo of light 
around the fair Lady Geraldine. This it was that 
had taken hold of the deepest feelings of his nature, 
for Antonio had no common mind. 

It was a late hour when he turned his steps 
homeward. Unconsciously he sought the flower- 
garden once more, and again he threw himself on 
the soft green grass, under the little bower of lilacs 
and syringas. Suddenly he heard the sound of 
footsteps, and, raising his head, saw two persons 
approaching each other from opposite directions. 
They met on the other side of the shrubs. 

" Wilson, is that you ? " said one, in a low tone. 
" How have you succeeded ? " 

In an instant Antonio recognized the one ad- 
dressed as Wilson to be Lord Ludore. 

" Admirably ! " he replied. " Do you see this 
strong box ? In this is the old man's gold, the 
most valuable pieces of plate, and many of the 
daughter's jewels. Now let 's be off, and get the 
horses as soon as possible." 

" But the daughter ? " 

" 0, she will rejoice ! The old man was blinded 
by my supposed wealth and title, and so he urged 
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me hard upon her ; but she has resisted to the last, 
protesting that she loved another. Now let him 
take her. I have got all I came for. I will place 
the box under the bushes here, while I help you get 
the horses ; for the sooner we are gone, the better." 

" Ah, yes ! " whispered Antonio, as he saw them 
depart, "and I will take care of it for you." He 
seized the box, and, without delay, hastened to 
the Hall, and knocked loudly at the door. 

" Who 's there ? " cried Sir Gregory, from the 
upper window. 

" Only I, — Antonio. Make haste and let me 
in ; for I have sometMng of importance to tell you." 

The old man quickly opened the door, and con- 
ducted Antonio to the drawing-room, where he 
placed the box on the table, and told his story in 
very few words. Sir Gregory was silent with 
astonishment. He looked first at the box and then 
at Antonio, and paced the floor to and fro, as if com- 
pletely bewildered. At length he grasped the bell, 
and rang it violently. " Sullens," said he to the 
half-awakened servant, " call Geraldine ! " 

With a pale face and wondering eyes, Geraldine 
obeyed this midnight summons. " Sit down, my 
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child," said her father. " Now, Antonio, will you 
tell us what you have to say, once more ? " 

Again Antonio repeated his story. Geraldine 
bowed her head upon the table, and burst into tears. 

" Dear ! dear ! " exclaimed Sir Gregory. " What 
shall I do? I can't bear to see the girl cry, 
— I never could. I thought she would be glad. 
Geraldine, — my darling, — don't take on so, for 
goodness' sake ! I say, he 's a villain, and I am an 
old fool ; but, if you love him, you shall marry him 
DOW, if you want to." 

« father ! " sobbed Geraldine, " I told you that 
I did not love him ! " 

" So you did, child. Now don't cry any more, 
and you shall marry the one you love, no matter 
who he is, if he is only honest, — honest as Antonio 
here, who has saved me half my fortune. Ah, my 
friend! My noble friend! What can I do for 
you ? " 

Geraldine raised her head, and glanced first at 
her father and then at Antonio. It was more than 
he could bear ; his heart was full already. He 
sprang forward, and kneeling at Jier feet, he clasped 
her hand in his. " 0, Lady Geraldine ! " he ex- 
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claimed ; " dearest lady ! Antonio is very poor ; but 
he has a heart rich in affection and love, that the 
wealth of the Indies could not buy. He gives it 
all to you ; and feels that, could he sacrifice his very 
life, it were but a poor offering to your loveliness 
and goodness." She did not speak ; but her head 
was bowed still lower, her golden ringlets swept his 
cheek, and she sobbed upon his shoulder. 

** Take her, take her, Antonio ! " cried Sir Greg- 
ory, as he vainly attempted to wipe away the tears 
which chased each other down his cheek; "you 
always was a noble fellow, and if you will take as 
good care of my little rosebud as you have of the 
flowers in my garden, I will thank Heaven that 
things are so ordered." 

CHAPTER III. 

Never, since Adam dwelt in Eden, had a fairer 
morning dawned upon the earth than that which 
was to have witnessed the union of Lord Ludore 
and Lady Geraldine. The chapel bell rang out its 
merriest peal, and the happy villagers and tenants 
came from all quarters of the broad estate, dressed 
in their holiday suits. There were young men 
with knots of ribbons in their button-holes, and 
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wreaths around their hats ; and maidens dressed in 
white, with beautiful flowers for the bride. There, 
too, were old men leaning upon their staves, and 
matronly ladies in scarlet petticoats and black 
bodices, with high-crowned caps, white as the drifted 
snow. And, beside all these, were troops of frolic- 
some children, that only seemed to want the wings 
to carry them up into the summer air among the 
birds and butterflies. 

Thus they had gathered in the chapel, and were 
waiting anxiously, when the sound of a carriage was 
heard. AllVere tip-toe with expectation, when the 
doors were thrown wide open, and Antonio, — look- 
ing more like a lord than many a man that wears 
a coronet, — with the beautiful Lady Geraldine 
leaning upon his arm, came straight forward to the 
altar. There were winks and nods, and expres- 
sions of wonder, that could by no means be sup- 



Mother Myrtleby stood up on the very tips of 
her wooden shoes, and waved her great palm-leaf 
fan wildly. She waited till the ceremony was 
finished, till she was sure that it was ended, — and 
then she fainted ! 
12 
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BY MBS. L. H. SIQOUBNEY. 

" Until the day break, and the shadows flee away." 

Solomon. 

Wb *vb laid thee down, my darling, on thy pillow 
dark and cold, 

And winter in his snowy sheets thy cherished form 
doth fold ; 

Bat spring shall haste with balmy tear the mourn- 
ful spot to tread, 

And bid her budding violets weave their broidery 
round thy bed ; 

And summer shall remember thee, with all her 
wealth of bloom, 

And autumn hang his berries sere around thy vine- 
clad tomb ; — 

So here, while peaceful nature's gift enrich thy 
burial clay. 

Rest " till the day shall break, and the shadows flee 
away." 
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Tis lonely here, my darling, though many dwell 
around, 

In costly cell of marble, or cloister *neath the 
ground ; 

Yet none unseal the stony eye, or heave the rigid 
breast. 

Or stretch the hand to welcome the coming of a 
guest; 

But the archangel's trumpet call shall rouse the 
slumbering throng, 

And &om their beds the saints arise, and swell sal- 
vation's song ; 

And so, there, in the glorious hope of that rejoic- 
ing day. 

Rest " till the morning break, and the shadows flee 
away." 
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A NARRATIVE WITH A MORAL. 

BY H. GBEELEY. 

The incidents in the following narration are 
recorded simply and exactly as the facts occurred, 
save the necessary variations of names and places, to 
conceal from the public the actors in the drama, all 
of whom are yet alive, save the one in whom the 
interest more immediately and painfully centres. 

Some ten years ago, Teague Malone, a friendless 
Irish immigrant, hanging about a petty village of 
Pennsylvania, wherein he had found work for a few 
days as an excavator, in open day beat in the 
skull of a grocer of that village, under circum- 
stances which naturally excited the most intense 
and general abhorrence. The grocer had never 
harmed nor threatened him, and was not known to 
have given him any provocation whatever, unless a 
possible refusal to credit one who was most unlikely 
ever to pay could be deemed a provocation. The 
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murderer was immediately arrested ; the victim 
hardly survived the outrage an hour ; the culprit 
was speedily arraigned, tried, convicted, and sen- 
tenced to execution ; no serious defence having been 
attempted, and no interest manifested in his behalf. 
There being no fear of acquittal, and no money 
expended or proffered in his behalf, the trial hardly 
lasted an hour ; and the judge sentenced him to exe- 
cution at an early day, without objection from any 
quarter, and amidst the hearty congratulations of 
the hundreds in attendance on the court, that in 
their county justice was not yet bereft of its sword 
or its frown, but that murder could there receive 
its merited punishment, and not be screened by the 
qualms of a morbid and vicious sentimentality, 
which had sympathy in excess for the worthless 
murderer, but none for his innocent victim. 

The court was adjourned ; the judge departed on 
his circuit ; the convict was left in prison, awaitiug 
the day appointed for his strangulation. No 
friendly voice was raised in his behalf, either to 
question the justice of his sentence or implore 
executive clemency to stay its execution ; and the 
hour of doom was rapidly approaching, when some 
12* 
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one, who had observed something of the habits and 
character of the culprit prior to his crime, and 
knew how his trial had been despatched, sent word 
to a humane physician, of Philadelphia, that a man 
lay under sentence of death in the jail of an adja- 
cent county, whom he believed so weak or clouded 
in intellect as not to be morally accountable for 
his actions, soliciting the Doctor's personal atten- 
tion to the matter. 

The Doctor, thus appealed to, lost no time in 
repairing to the prison, some thirty miles from 
Philadelphia, in which the convict was lying. 
Making known his errand to the jailer, he was 
rather gruffly received, but not refused an entrance 
to the cell of the condemned. The jailer, however, 
volunteered the information that it was of little use 
to proceed in the business, for (though it was now 
nearly or quite noon) the convict was still in bed, 
where he spent most of his time, repelling all ad- 
vances, and seeming indifferent to everything. The 
Doctor told the jailer to leave all that to him, pro- 
ceeded to the cell, opened it, and entered alone. 
The convict lay in bed, as had been foreshadowed, 
and looking stupidly up, at the grating of the open 
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door on its hinges, evidentlj? displeased on observing 
tbat the intruder was an utter stranger. His 
visiter entered briskly, however, and immediately 
accosted him, — " Teague, I have heard of you as a 
great jumper, and I call myself the best jumper in 
America. If you are the man you are said to be, 
I dare you to a trial ! " The vacant stare and 
dogged inactivity of the convict vanished in an 
instant ; in three minutes he was dressed and jump- 
ing with the doctor, as if his life depended on his 
agility. All traces of his recent sulkiness were 
banished; for two hours he jumped, laughed, hal-* 
looed and gambolled, with childish delight. His 
heart was laid open by the novel sensation of fellow- 
ship, and he conversed with lively interest on every 
topic suggested, though nothing was said of his 
crime, and he seemed wholly unconscious of his 
awful situation. At length, having satisfied him- 
self that the man was constitutionally imbecile and 
utterly unconscious of the demarcations of right 
and wrong, the Doctor shook hands and departed. 
- He stepped over to the neighboring tavern, where 
he had ordered dinner, and found there a company 
of bar-room loungers, rather more numerous than 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



140 A NARRATIVE WITH A MORAL. 

or^nary, discussing his errand in terms by no 
means complimentary. The jailer had kindly 
informed them that a city doctor had arrived, with 
his head full of phrenology, mesmerism, somnam- 
bulism, and mock philanthropy, intent on proving 
Teague Malone, the convicted murderer, either 
insane, or something so near it that it would answer 
the purpose of saving his neck from the halter ; and 
the chorus swelled high, as he, unknown as the 
doctor by them, entered the door. He sat patiently 
fer a time, listening to its resonance, until he had 
satisfied himself as to how much, or rather how 
little, they knew of the matter, and then broke in 
with the inquiry : 

" Gentlemen, have any of you studied profoundly 
the nature and laws of the human mind ? " He paused, 
but there was no answer. " Does any of you deem 
himself capable of determining what is and what is 
not insanity, and of giving an intelligible reason for 
your decision ? '* Another pause, but no response. 
" Will any of you be so good as to state your defini- 
tion of insanity, and how the insane are to be 
distinguished ? " Still no reply. " Gentlemen, 
these are subjects to which / liave given years of 
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close attention ; my vocation requires of me a knowl- 
edge of them ; T either understand them, or I am ai^ 
impostor and charlatan, gaining a livelihood by fals^ 
pretences. I have very carefully and thoroughly 
examined this convict ; and I say, on my responsi- 
bility as a physician, that, though he has some glim* 
merings of sense, he has no such perception of right 
and wrong as would suffice to render him morally 
accountable for his acts. Have any of you visited 
and carefully observed him, in order to satisfy your- 
selves on the question of his sanity ? " Another 
pause, but no response ; for by this time the bell- 
wethers of the flock had ceased to find the bar-room 
attractive, and were heading from it in various 
directions. The Doctor ate his dinner without 
further annoyance, and rode away. 

But he did not rest here. He made the requisite 
affidavit, and obtained an order for the summoning 
of a jury to tax the question of the convict's sanity 
or insanity. He appeared before that jury, and 
gave his testimony, directly and positively affirming 
the man's mental incapacity to distinguish right 
from wrong. It appeared that Teague had no 
friends in this country, and had probably been 
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shipped hither by some parish on which he was a 
burthen, set ashore penniless in America, and then 
left to shift for himself among utter strangers. He 
had been but a few weeks in the country ; had been 
tried, and proved worthless as a laborer ; 'and then 
turned off, without so much chance for a livelihood 
as a beggar's dog ; and no rational motive could be 
assigned for the homicide he had unquestionably 
committed. But the jury had come together fully 
resolved not to let the axe of justice be arrested by 
any of 'the devices of modern philosophy, whether 
insanity, somnambulism or sickly sympathy. They 
knew that the prisoner had shed blood, and they 
believed that Grod sternly exacted of society the 
blood of every manslayer ; and this was enough for 
them. They adjudged the culprit san?, and thus 
swept away the last impediment to the execution of 
the sentence. Shylock must have the penalty of 
his bond : " The court awards it, and the law doth 
give it." 

The fatal day at length dawned, and no pardon, 
no reprieve, had been received. How should any be 
expected, when the culprit had no friends ? The 
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one efSoTt in his behalf had been defeated, and there 
was none to make another. 

He was to suffer at noon ; so, at eleven o'clock, 
the sheriff entered his cell to prepare him for the 
tragedy. He found him in bed as usual, and 
utterly unconscious of the hair-hung sword above it; 
but be obstinately refused to rise. No entreaty 
sufficed to move. At length the jailer, remember- 
ing that one of the peculiarities he had manifested 
was a fierce desire for money, offered him a shilling 
if he would rise and dress himself. He instantly 
seized the coin, and was up and dressed in a twink- 
ling. He very gladly accompanied his visiters into 
the air and sdnshine, where he was speedily seized 
and choked to death, according to law. He proba- 
bly had no idea of what was intended until the 
rope was around his neck, if even then. 

An hour afterward, he was cut down for burial, 
when the shilling which had bribed him to rise was 
found clutched tightly in his right hand. Very 
likely, the gallows and its concomitants appeared 
to his glimmering mind only a contrivance to 
frighten or constrain him to surrender his precious 
treasure. 
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Two years afterward, the Doctor aforesaid was 
a passenger on a railroad two hundred miles from 
the scene of this tragedy, when he was drawn into 
conversation with two gentlemen, unknown to him 
— (strangers, apparently of the legal profession), — 
respecting the proper rank of this country in the 
scale of civilization. The lawyers placed it at the 
head of the nations, which the Doctor controverted, 
insisting that its true position was in the back- 
ground. He admitted the great superiority of our 
institutions, but insisted on the harshness of our 
manners, the sordidness of our aims, and our gen- 
eral recklessness of human life, as evinced in our 
frequent and fatal casualties on land'Und water, our 
Lynch-law atrocities, street-fights, &c. &c. " Let 
me tell you what I have myself witnessed and taken 
part in, bearing on this subject," said he ; and he 
proceeded to unfold the story of poor Teague's 
heedless trial, summary sentence, and brutal mas- 
sacre, insisting that in no other country could a 
reputable judge be found to legalize and direct such 
a sacrifice. " And can you really contend," was 
his triumphant inquiry, at the close, " that a country 
where this tragedy was enacted without exciting 
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indignation, or even inquiry, has any claim to be 
placed at the head of Christian civilization ? Is it 
not rather to be deemed intensely barbarian ? " 

Before he closed, the younger lawyer had evinced 
uneasiness, and a desire to interrupt the narration ; 
but the Doctor, never thel ass, persevered to the end. 
Then the lawyer hastened to say, " Sir, let me intro- 
duce you to Judge Belknap, who presided on the 
trial of the homicide whose tragical end you have 
just described to us." 

The Doctor was taken by surprise, but had no 
disposition to retract the truth. A few considerate 
sentences were exchanged between him and the 
judge, — the latter expressing profound regret for 
the fatal mistake which had been committed, — and 
their ways parted. 

Years rolled by, and Judge Belknap remained on 
the bench, honored, esteemed and useful ; yet it is 
believed that he never again participated in a con- 
viction of capital crime, without thoroughly and 
carefully satisfying himself, not merely that the 
offence had been committed by the prisoner at the 
bar, but that the latter was in such possession of his 
faculties as to be morally responsible for his actions, 
13 
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and capable of realizing their nature and culpability. 
Would that the lesson thus impressively given to 
one minister of justice could be imparted* to all his 
brethren, without involving the necessity of a repeti- 
tion of his mistake and its tragical consequences ! 
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BY HELEN BICH. 



There is a land, a sunny land, where the spirit 
roams at will, 

With sleeping vale, and solemn mount, and forest- 
shadetl hill ; 

There dwells no shadow on its plains, no storm upon 
its sea, — 

It is the spirit's pleasure-ground, the sweet Dream- 
land for me. 

It has a sky, a soft blue sky, like eyes whose 

glances play 
Upon the heart when those dear orbs aro smiling 

far away. 
There come no wailings on its air, no shrieks upon 

its gale ; 
It is the holy realm of thought, that lies within the 

veil. 
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It has a hall, a stately hall, where Fancy's flowers 

are twined 
Around the forms of beauty, bright creations of 

the mind. 
There is naught earthly on its board, no poison in its 

bowl ; 
The guests partake of Reason, and they quaff " the 

flow of soul.". 

It has bright eyes, — ah ! such dear eyes, they never 

weep or frown ; 
And radiant brows, serene and calm beneath their 

starry crown. 
There comes no change o'er loving hearts, no blight 

on summer flowers ; 
Years pass unmarked, and all as glad as youth's 

enchanted Ijours. 

It has a spell, a magic spell, to bring life's freshness 
back; 

With childhood's buoyant step we tread the long- 
forgotten track. 

And if a tear-drop gushes, 'tis to ease the o'er- 
charged brain, 

That else would ache with rapture, — 't is a gentle 
April rain. 
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It has unnumbered works of art, proclaiming glo- 
rious powers; 

Arcadia seems a desert to this Dream-land of ours ; 

And there the mighty secrets earth has kept a 
thousand years 

Are sung in holy anthems, to the musio of the 
spheres. 

It hath sweet sounds, low, soothing tones of tender- 
ness and trust ; 

They thrill the chords earth's wrongs had dressed in 
sin's corroding rust ; 

And high resolves, and rainbow hopes, that musio 
can create, — 

The one to fade, and both to die, within the grasp 
of fate. 

It has kind words, pure, gentle words, too sweet for 

lips that perish ; 
And fondly as a mother's prayer those blessed 

words we cherish. 
There comes* no doubt, with bitter sneer, to poison 

happy faith ; 
Our heart-flowers never wither there, beneath the 

touch of death. 
13* 
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That spirit land, — to those who grieve an earthly 

heaven it seems ; 
We are all clay in waking hours, immortal in our 

dreams. 
0, what has heaven our dreavis have not ? What 

blessing could it lend ? 
Eternity, — though glorious, alas ! they have an end. 
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BT BEY. JAMES SHBIGLET. 

•• There surely is some guiding power. 
That rightly suffers wrong ; 
Gives vice to bloom its little hour. 
But virtue late and long J' 

Had the reader been in the city of Philadelphia 
on the 19th of February, 17 — , and ascended the 
far-famed steeple which rests over the hall con- 
secrated by the moral heroism of our fathers, he 
might have seen in the distance a noble ship direct 
from the " father-land," bearing scores of immigrants 
who had left relatives and friends to seek a home 
in the New World. Among the number was one 
female on whose features the traces of time were 
visible, and whose head was silvered by the frosts 
of near three-score winters. Though friendless and 
penniless, she had resolved to cross the wide waste 
of waters in search of her only son, who had left 
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home at an early age, to try his fortune in a land 
the glories of which his father had often portrayed 
to his enraptured vision. As was often the case in 
the period referred to, that poor mother had volun- 
tarily bound herself to be sold for a term of years, 
on her arrival in the United States, for a sum suffi- 
cient to defray the expenses incident to her voyage. 
She was willing to brave the dangers of the great 
deep, to suffer all needed privations and hardships, 
yea, to be sold into slavery, if she could but behold 
her son once more in the flesh. For this she had 
endured, for this she had prayed, and for this she 
was willing to die ! 0, the depth and strength of 
a parent's love ! It reaches high as heaven, deep as 
the foundations of the earth, and is as strong and 
lasting as the pillars of eternity. It will follow its 
object over the hills and beyond the seas, to behold 
and embrace it again. 

Under the influence of this pure affection, the 
mother had left her native land, and arrived in 
Philadelphia on the day and year above written. 
It is not easy to imagine the feelings of that lone 
woman when she first stepped from the vessel to the 
wharf, and beheld the countless throng passing to 
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and fro, aa heedless of her welfare as if she bore no 
relationship to the great family. On her right 
hand was the boundless sea ; on her left, the hall in 
which was conceived and adopted the '* Declaration 
of Independence ; " and in the very shadow of that 
consecrated edifice, in mind, she already beheld her- 
self a slave ! A mother of near three-score years, 
in search of her son, sold as a slave within the 
sound of the bell that first announced the birth of 
freedom in this New World ! But her servitude 
was voluntary. Ere she lefl the land of her 
fathers, the soil in which lay the bones of her 
kindred, and where she had often prayed that her 
own might repose, she had given her consent to be 
sold into slavery ; and she was now about to realize 
the sorrows of that condition. In the bitterness of 
her soul, she cried, " God ! desolate was the look 
of my own land when I left it ; but far, far more 
desolate the appearance of this ! Darkly flowed the 
Weser, as, passing time-honored Bremen, it hurried 
us out to sea ; but blackly rolled the Delaware 
heading our course. And my loved child, — shall I 
know him, even if seen ? The image of my young 
son, as I last beheld him, is with me ; but shall I 
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know that son, a man, who parted fit)m my side 
a youth? and will that son detect, in the grief- 
stricken features of the old woman, the beaming 
fece of the happy matron ? " 

Earnestly and fervently did she pray that the 
God of her fathers would watch over, protect and 
save her fk)m a cruel master. As she repaired to 
the place appointed for the sale, her tears fell 
" fest and thick," and her audible sobs revealed the 
anguish of her heart. There were none to whom 
she could look for advice, none from whom she 
could hope for favor ; for she was " a stranger in a 
strange land," and her deep afflictions had so wrought 
upon her physical system, that she feared no person 
would pay her passage for a term of slavery less 
than her natural life. On being questioned in 
regard to her age, health and strength, she replied, 
" Three and fifty are the years of my life ; and, as 
many of them have been dark and full of trouble, 
my bodily infirmities are numerous. And, if it be 
my lot to fall into the hands of a hard master, my 
days will soon be numbered ; but I care not how 
soon they are ended, if I can only embrace once 
more my lost son. 0, my son ! my son ! where is 
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he ? Would to God I could see him before I die ! " 
At this outburst of raaternal tenderness, the auc- 
tioneer roughly bade her be silent, and, with a tone 
and countenance that would have disgraced the 
chambers of the Spanish Inquisition, he cried out, 
" Who bids for this old woman ? Her passage-money 
is twenty-five pounds. Will any gentleman take 
her, at this price, for a term of years less than her 
natural life ? " A farmer, who had come some miles 
to purchase a person to take charge of his dairy, 
said, if the woman was acquainted with that busi- 
ness, and the captain of the vessel would vouch for 
her honesty, he would take the " poor object of 
charity " for ten years, at the price named. The 
captain could not do this, as he had no knowledge 
of her character previous to their departure fix)m 
Germany. As the farmer was about to leave, mut- 
tering to himself in broken German that he would 
buy no woman without a recommendation, the poor 
old matron drew from her pocket the following 
note : 

Oldenburg^ Germany^ Dec. 10<A, 17 — 
To WHOM IT MAY CONCERN : 

The undersigned respectfully represents that the bearer 
of this is an honorable widow, in indigent curcumstancea ; 
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that domestic afflictions have forced her to visit America, 
where she hopes to procure employment in some respect- 
able family, whereby she may obtain a sum sufficient to 
pay her passage, that she may be able to accomplish the 
object of her mission. My former acquaintance with her 
deceased husband, and knowledge of her personal char- 
acter, induce me to recommend her to the tender mercies 
of those for whom she may be called to labor. 

Signed, Johann Londamman, 
Burgomaster, 

This recommendation proving satisfactory, the 
farmer paid the sum required by Captain ScWrf, 
of the JungfraiCy and proceeded to a magistDftte to 
sign the agreement. The purchaser wrote his 
name, and underneath it the old woman wrote hers. 
As the magistrate glanced at the document, he 
remarked, ** You must be relatives; for you both 
have the same surname." The farmer took the 
paper, and seeing the name " Katherine Herzweh," 
asked the woman, in German, if she had a son in 
America. She replied, " I have, sir." " Would you 
know your son ? " ajskcd he, with much emotion. 
" Yes," answered the old matron, " for my son's name 
is T. P. Herzweh, and he has the mark of a star on 
his breast." The farmer instantly tore open his 
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clothing, disclosed the mark upon his breast, and 
clasped his mother to his heart, exclaiming, " Madam, 
you have bereft me of all words; only my blood 
speaks to you in my veins ! " 

And, instead of taking her home as a slave, he 
sent for a carriage to convey her to his house, caused 
the richest dainties to be spread before her, and his 
softest couch to be prepared for her repose. Here 
was bliss pure and spiritual as that enjoyed by 
the angels of heaven. Kindly and affectionately 
did he say to his mother 

"All is thine! 
All that life can give, aflfection prove. 
Is thine, and only thine ; for naught 
Can be beloved as you I love." 

But what was it that produced the change in 
the feelings of that seemingly rough man towards 
that poor old woman ? What induced him to treat 
with love and veneration her whom, but a few hours 
before, he had regarded as his slave ? It was simply 
a knowledge of the fact that the being who stood 
before him wa.s his cnvn mother I 

Now let the reader extend the principle involved 
in this '* tale of truth," and he will see the legiti- 
14 
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mate tendency of Christianitj. A belief in the 
Fatherhood of God, and the brotherhood of man, as 
taught by the great Saviour of the world, will induce 
better moral conduct than any other system of 
religion ever revealed to the huraan race. This 
principle was recognized by the venerable Dr. 
Franklin. He said, ** Mankind are all of a family ; 
therefore, let good offices go round." 

Reader, " Have we not all one Father ? Hath 
not one Grod created us ? Why do we deal treach 
erously every man against his brother ? '' 
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THE STARS. 

iFrom the Qerman of Emanuel Qeibel.] 
BY J. W. HANSON. 

Abb the Stars a flock of lambkins, 

Which graze, when the sun's clear light 

Has gone, in the blue fields of heaven. 
Their shepherdess the Night ? 

Or are they silver lilies, 

Which open their vases fair. 
And pour their slumber-fragrance 

Through all the weary air ? 

Or are they holy tapers, 

Which on Night's high-altar shine, 
When the spacious dome of the midnight 

Is filled with the darkness divine ? 

No ! but they are silver letters. 
With which the Angel of Love 

Has written her psalms and anthems 
In the blue Book of Heaven above ! 
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BY A. A. MINER. 

To the devout Christian, the wonderful phenom- 
ena of nature, no less than the comprehensive 
purposes of grace, afford varied subjects for medita- 
tion and instruction. The great vitalizing force of 
the universe is by no means absent from what we 
call "nature." By it the sun shines, the waters 
flow, the dews freshen the withering flower, and the 
fruitful earth yields her autumnal harvest. 

To behold the ways of God, then, it is not neces- 
sary that our gaze should be exclusively in one 
direction , — it may be in all directions. If the divine 
mercy and grace shine most conspicuously in the 
words and deeds of Christ, we would not, therefore, 
overlook the wonderful illumination of prophets, 
and the vision-guidance of the seers of old. 

In like manner, if it be true that the spiritual 
domain reveals the most of God, it may still be 
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true that " mountains and hills, fruitful trees and 
cedars, dragons and all deeps, fire and hail, snow 
and vapor, stormy wind fulfilling his word, may 
praise the Lord from the earth." 

Indeed, to the common mind, the lessons of the 
material world may be more easily apprehended 
than those of the spiritual world. The outward 
may serve as a kind of ladder, on which to climb to 
summits affording extensive views and delightful 
prospects. 

That which is greatest in fact may not most 
deeply impress the mind. There can be no doubt 
that the stupendous greatness of the universe to the 
mind that can grasp it, addresses itself with immense 
effect. But who will deny that causes much less in 
magnitude may impress the mind more vividly, 
and even more deeply ? If one would have a vivid 
conception of power, let him look upon the ocean 
when lashed into fury by the tempest. As surge 
after surge, with awful rage, breaks upon the rocks, 
their increasing fury dashing them higher and still 
higher, until the very rocks themselves seem to 
groan in anguish, a sense of Almighty power, in 
contrast with his own personal weakness, steals upon 
14# 
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the spectator, and Neptune becomes more than a 
fabled god. 

Or, let him turn to some wild mountain height, — 
let him climb into Alpine regions, — and, as he 
wends his way through the immense mountain 
gorges, and trembles on the brink of the almost 
fathomless chasms, with the overhanging cliffe and 
eternal snows above him, and the rushing torrents 
at his feet, every remoter view disclosing platoons 
of mountains, in serried ranks, height o'er-topping 
height, how does a sense of that unseen power, 
casting up in such endless profusion the "barriers 
of a world," impress the soul ! 

One is led to ask, with the poet Kogers : 

•* Who first beholds those everlastmg cloads, 
Seed-time and harvest, morning, noon and night. 
Still where they were, steadfast, immovable ; 
Who first beholds the Alps, — th«t mighty chain 
Of mountains stretching on from east to west, 
So massive yet so shadowy, so ethereal 
As to belong rather to heaven than to earth, — 
But instantly receives into his soul 
A sense, a feeling, that he loses not ; 
A something that informs him H is a moment 
Whence he may date henceforward and forever ? " 
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Nor less effective are the lessons of beauty which 
nature teaches, — lessons furnished in the rich 
and varied landscape, adorned with flowers, and 
bathed in the sunlight; in the calm and placid 
lake, as it mirrors the moonbeams and reflects the 
Btars of heaven ; in the human face divine, 
revealing the beautiful spirit within. Why should 
not the great fece of nature reveal to us, as well, 
the beautiful spirit that animates nature, and is 
enthroned on high ? The earth in its loveliness, the 
, flowers in their beauty, the glad sunshine, the 
tender melancholy of the moon, the twinkling of 
the stars, the smiling face of man, — these all are but 
the smiles of one who is above man, and whose 
beneficence utters itself in the material no less cer- 
tainly than in the moral world. 

Even the great truth of a future life seems to be 
variously indicated by the manifold processes in 
nature's plans. The metamorphosis of the chrys- 
alis, and the re-creative power of the spring-time, 
have long illustrated, in a philosophical way, the 
phenomenon of vitality surviving outward change. 
And it seems to me to require very little imagina- 
tion to see in the wonderful fossils of plants and 
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animals, brought to light by modern discoverers, an 
illustration of the moral transformations involved in 
Christian redemption. The decaying material of 
the buried plant gives place to that which is more 
enduring ; until, in the indurated product, we have 
the results of a most important physical transmuta- 
tion. Is it more wonderful that in the moral 
chemistry of the universe there should be power to 
re-mould the soul, and to transform the character ? 
that the passionate, sensual, vicious tendencies of 
the soul, which in their very nature are passing, 
shall give place to the exercise of spiritual and holy 
affections, which in their very nature are enduring, 
because based on and resulting from principles and 
causes which are eternal ? 

While we thus recognize the moral of the various 
phenomena in nature, we are persuaded that no 
region comes to us with greater variety in its teach- 
ings than that to which your attention is here 
directed. Vesuvius and its neighborhood includes 
more, perhaps, of interest, in its scenery, physical 
phenomena, and historic wonders, than any other 
region. 

Approaching Naples by sea, I found myself in 
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the midst of the Bay of Naples at early dawn of a 
June morning, and before sunrise was within a 
half-dozen miles of the city. Not a cloud darkened 
the heavens, nor a breath moved the waters. A 
lovelier scene of quiet beauty one will rarely 
behold. Standing due north, before you lies the 
city itself, rising directly from the sea, and stretch- 
ing back upon a semi-circular acclivity, which 
forms a vast amphitheatre, as if for the advan- 
tageous display of Vesuvius, and the bold island 
rocks, like water-set diamonds, in the bay. 

On your right, and a dozen miles from Naples 
due east, is Vesuvius ; seemingly, however, from 
the interposition of the sea, within a stone's throw. 
At the base of Vesuvius, and nearly on opposite 
sides, are the fossil cities of Herculaneum and 
Pompeii ; the former being at the south-west of the 
mountain, and on the very borders of the bay ; and 
the latter, at the south-east of the mountain, and 
once on the borders of the bay, but now three miles 
removed from it. 

These cities constitute one of the most interest- 
ing features of this locality. Founded ten or twelve 
centuries before the Christian era, they were 
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znateriallj damaged by an earthquake in the year 
63 of our era, and quite destroyed by an eruption 
of Vesuvius in the year 79. It was at this time 
that the elder Pliny fell a victim to his curiosity. 
Desiring to view the phenomenon under more 
fevorable circumstances, he departed from Cape 
Misenum (hence called the cape of grief), situated 
on the west of the Bay of Naples, and on the oppo- 
site side of the city of Naples from Vesuvius, and 
ventured so near to the mountain that he was suffo- 
cated by the vapors. 

His nephew, the younger Pliny, who remained at 
Misenum with the fleet his uncle commanded, in a 
letter to Tacitus, gives a very vivid description of 
this wonderful phenomenon, — a description too 
long, however, to be quoted here. It is sufficient 
to say that a cloud of very singular shape rested 
upon the mountain, which gradually extended itself 
until it filled the whole region. Its colors were 
varied by the stones, cinders, and burning lava, 
which were poured forth. The heavens grew dark, 
and an intense night gathered over all the scene. 
Suffocating vapors filled all the bay, and spread to 
Misenum, Baie, and Puzzoli, to the west of Naples. 
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The people were compelled to retire to the more 
elevated positions for an atmosphere that could sus- 
tain life. They were obliged to shake their clothes 
frequently from the ashes which accumulated upon 
them, and which covered the ground so deeply as to 
obliterate the highways, and darken the whole face 
of the country. 

The destruction which at this time fell upon 
Herculaneum and Pompeii was not final. They 
rose again, though, perhaps, not to their former 
magnificence, and were inhabited, as is proved by 
historic records, as late as the commencement of the 
fourth century. Another eruption took place in 
471 of our era, the ravages of which were most 
dreadful , and, as nothing is afterwards heard of 
these cities until their disentombment, the world is 
left to presume that they met their fate at that 
time. 

The immediate agent of the destruction of the 
two cities was not the same. Herculaneum was 
destroyed by lava, or, if first by mixed materials, sub- 
sequent currents of lava flowed over it, until not less 
than six distinct strata, with soil between, now bury 
the city. And over all now stands the modern 
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town of Portici, containing some five or six thousand 
inhabitants. 

From one of the principal streets of this town 
the visiter descends, by thirty or forty steps, to a 
porter's lodge, whence he is led through a narrow 
passage under the street to another flight of steps 
of still greater length. Descending these by torch- 
light, he finds himself in the midst of a theatre 
belonging to the ancient city of Herculaneum, and 
some fifty or sixty feet directly beneath the present 
town of Portici. The site of Herculaneum was dis- 
covered in the sinking of a well for the contemplated 
palace of Prince d*Elb(Buf, Emmanuel of Naples. 
Various localities, amounting to some half-dozen 
acres, have been excavated, and subsequently filled 
up, to secure the permanency of the town above. 

Unlike Herculaneum, Pompeii is approached very 
much as you would approach any city that stands 
upon the surface. It was buried by ashes mixed 
with a kind of pumice-stone ; and portions of these 
ashes had scarcely two feet depth above the tops of 
the buildings. This surface had been brought 
under cultivation, and fruit-trees had been planted ; 
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and the great wonder is, that the site of Pompeii 
could have remained so long undiscovered. 

The houses in this city were generally but one 
story in height, built of the lava of ancient erup- 
tions, — a material used in paving the streets of 
Naples, as also in ' the construction of many of the 
edifices. The principal rooms were in the rear, 
surrounding open courts, and ornamented in frescoes 
according to the taste of the time. The city was 
some two miles and a half in circumference, and 
less than half of it is already excavated. Whole 
streets have been laid bare, and the king's residence 
has been identified, as also the house of Sallust, the 
Basilicas, theatres, hotels, store-houses for wines, 
barbers' shops, fountains richly ornamented, baths 
amply constructed, the house of Polibius, of Caius 
Priscus, Temple of Neptune, &c. &c., all identified 
by the articles within them, or by the arrangements 
connected with them. 

The remains of art, and the various articles of 
household furniture, which have been discovered, are 
lodged in the museum at Naples, — a visit to which, 
in connection with these cities, reveals to no small 
extent the social life of the ancient dwellers there. 
15 
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More than two thousand paintings, mostly on 
marble, from the disentombed cities, are here depos- 
ited ; and some two thousand rolls of carbonized 
papyrus, from Herculaneum, are among the richest 
treasures the museum contains. Here are statues, 
beautiful mosaics, making the floors of several 
rooms, jewelry, military armor, jars of balsam, still 
retaining its fragrance, from the apothecary's shop, 
bathing-tubs, lanterns, surgical instruments, prison- 
stocks, hinges, locks, axes, &c., and every variety 
of cooking utensils, to the number in all of some 
twenty thousand. And what is astonishing in the 
matter is, not a few of these relics are very like 
those in use at the present day with us. 

Thus we have a kind of fossilized revelation of 
the domestic, artistic, and literary life of a people, 
no trace of whom had been seen for some fifteen 
hundred years ; of their literary life, in the charred 
papyrus, some four hundred rolls of which have 
been unrolled by a process discovered by an inge- 
nious monk, and partially deciphered; of their 
artistic life, in the specimens of painting, some of 
which have been removed to the museums, and 
others still adorn the inner walls of the dwellings ; 
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and of their domestic life, in the household utensils, 
and home arrangements, which have thus been 
revealed. 

We turn now to Vesuvius itself, the central 
object of interest in this most interesting locality. 
The distance from Naples to the top of the mountain 
— the pathway being somewhat indirect — is ten or 
twelve miles ; and all but a mile or two of it may 
be made by a very circuitous carriage-road. A 
railway, also, from Naples to the opposite side of the 
mountain, near Pompeii, affords a pleasant route of 
ascent, at some seasons of the year; but, as the 
mountain, in that case, must be ascended in the 
midst of the day, it becomes well-nigh impracticable 
in the hot season. 

The party of which I was a member adopted 
neither of these routes. Leaving Naples, at mid- 
night, under a cloudless sky and a Ml moon of 
unsurpassed splendor, we reached Portici, five miles 
from Naples, by carriage ; thence five or six miles 
further, on horseback, the latter half of the distance 
by a very narrow zigzag pathway, amidst masses of 
dark, ragged lava, which covered the entire surface 
of the ground, and the projecting points of which 
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frequentJj interfered with the convenience of the 
rider. Vesuvius has two summits, with a depres- 
sion of about a thousand feet between. One of 
these long since ceased to afford any signs of volcanic 
activity. The other, which is a perfect cone, at the 
base of which we dismounted, and the ascent of 
which is very toilsome, presents the open throat 
through which are disgorged those rivers of fire, so 
destructive in the past, and so fraught with appre- 
hension for the future. 

The present active crater is nearly a thousand 
feet in diameter, and approaches so near to one side 
of the mountain that two persons cannot walk 
abreast upon the narrow ridge which intervenes. 
On the other side of the summit there is the form 
of a crater, now inactive, the throat of which is 
closed, and an area, perhaps larger than both craters, 
marked by faint signs of volcanic action. 

The inner surface of the present active crater 
descends rapidly some five hundred feet to the very 
verge of the throat, by which a deeper view is cut 
off; and the opening itself extends to the depth of 
some twelve hundred feet, as is proved by the time 
required for falling bodies to reach the bottom. 
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From all this surface, as from the covering of a coal- 
pit, and more abundantly from the throat itself, 
arose a suffocating gas, chiefly sulphurous acid, 
which made a descent within the crater, as also a 
position on the side toward which the gas was driven, 
to be full of danger. The earth, too, was very hot, 
up to the outer edge of the crater, — a fact which 
we fully tested by over-roasting some eggs, designed 
as part of our morning repast. Though they were 
covered to the depth of an inch or two only, we soon 
learned that we had mistaken the power of the 
ftimace. 

We reached this summit of the mountain a few 
moments before sunrise. The hour which followed 
was one in which was enjoyed an unwonted feast of 
loveliness. A perfectly transparent Italian sky was 
above us, and an almost imperceptible motion of the 
air carried from us the suffocating vapors, which 
formed a light fairy cloud above the crest of the 
mountain. To the south lay the Bay of Naples ; 
and, among the islands, Capri, famous for the enor- 
mities practised there by Tiberius ; and, still ftirther 
on, the beautiful Mediterranean. Directly between 
the mountain and the bay lay the yet entombed city 
15* 
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of Herculaneum, and above it the town of Portici, 
like a second-growth wood where had flourished the 
ancient oak. To the west lay Naples, with its four 
hundred thousand inhabitants, quiet, in the early 
morn, as a babe in its cradle, and, from a position 
nearly four thousand feet above it, presenting a view 
of remarkable beauty. 

To the east, and at the very base of Vesuvius, 
our guide pointed us to an expanse of lava, where, 
two years before, stood a small villa, and narrated a 
thrilling story of his own experience. 

The volcano had, for some days, been in a more 
active state than usual, when, with a party of four- 
teen persons, he ascended the mountain, having 
given them full instructions how to proceed in case 
of increasing danger. They had scarcely reached 
the summit, when the ground began to heave be- 
neath their feet. The eruption forced for itself a 
new crater (the present one), quite clasing the 
former. The air was filled with stones, ashes and 
cinders, by the falling of which the lives of two of 
the young men were destroyed, — the one an Amer- 
ican, the other a German. As might be supposed, 
the whole party were panic-struck. The guide 
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hurried away a young lady of the party in a direc- 
tion of safety. The eleven remaining unfortunately 
descended the east side of the mountain, and, being 
overtaken by the torrent of burning lava, were all 
destroyed. When search was made, the little villa 
itself was no more. 

In the more distant east, the horizon was bounded 
by a lofty range of mountains, above which the sun 
arose in splendor, with a motion which almost made 
tangible to sense the mechanism of the universe, and 
changed the outspread scene, from the genial fresh- 
ness of morning, to arid, burning noon. 

Such was the position, and such was the scene 
around. The flowering present and the fossil past 
seemed here to meet in friendly greeting. Power, 
and beauty, and mystery, and a promise of immor- 
tality, were here, looking destruction full in the 
fece. All the lessons glanced at in the commence- 
ment of this paper were here taught with peculiar 
power. In the novelty of the scene, an. abiding 
Deity seemed to inspire all the air, and dwell in 
every object. 

The question will arise in our minds. With all 
the history of the past before them, how can the 
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thousands of dwellers at the foot of Vesuvius be 
content to brave the dangers of their situation ? 
The question will have a broader sweep than at first 
appears. Naples is the centre of a vast volcanic 
region. 

At the west, Naples extends back upon a hill, of 
steep ascent, and considerable elevation. Being 
impassable for carriages, and even for beasts of 
burden and pedestrians, except in a very zigzag 
direction, the ancient Romans, as is supposed, tun- 
nelled it, — a work now known as the " Grotto of 
Pausilippo." It is a third of a mile in length, fifty 
feet high at each extremity, and wide enough for 
vehicles of the largest class to pass each other with 
ease. Above the entrance of this grotto, on the 
Naples side, is the tomb of Virgil. 

Leaving Naples by this pass, at a distance of five 
miles, we reach Puzzoli, — the ancient Puteoli, 
where Paul landed, on his way to Rome, when he 
met his friends at the place called the " Three 
Taverns." Continuing our course by the old " Ap- 
pian Way," we came to a beautifully rounded ele- 
vation, thrown up some thirty years ago by volcanic 
agency. Still fiirther south, in the side of a lofty 
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ridge of hills, we entered chambers cut in solid rock, 
and known as Nero's Baths. Besides the ancient 
conveniences for bathing, and frescoes upon the inner 
walls, we noticed a passage, descending at an angle 
of some forty-five degrees into the earth, from which 
issued a current of hot vapor, and from which is 
brought, for the satisfaction of visiters, buckets of 
water at nearly the boiling point. 

Turning back, and passing a mile or two to the 
north of Puzzoli, one finds a small lake, scarce a mile 
in circumference, connected with which there are 
several very remarkable facts. To the depth of sev- 
eral feet, the waters are fresh ; all below that depth, 
salt. On the very border of the lake, yet within it, 
there is a boiling spring, of high temperature, which 
emits sulphuretted hydrogen gas in great quantities. 
The whole lake itself is violently agitated during the 
eruptions of Vesuvius, though twenty miles distant, 
and sometimes suddenly falls ten or twelve feet. 
Such is Lake Agnano, itself, also, once the seat of a 
volcano. There are several other manifestations of 
volcanic action in this locality, such as the baths of 
San Germane, where hot ammoniacal gas issues 
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from the earth, and one or two caves that send forth 
volcanic vapors. 

Thus this whole region, twenty miles in ^meter, 
is volcanic. It can at no time surprise us to hear 
that any of the towns, or even Naples itself, has 
been destroyed by the unseen forces which have so 
long made Vesuvius an object of rare interest. And 
the fact that the dwellers in these localities continue 
to brave these dangers, but evinces the strong 
attachment which a people bear to the place of their 
birth. There are historic wonders, which we have 
no time to narrate, connected with the temples of 
Venus, Mercury and Apollo, the ruins of which 
here still remain ; with the SibyPs Cave, separated 
from the temple of Apollo by Lake Avernus, and 
forming part of the machinery by which kings im- 
posed upon the multitudes the famous Sibylline 
Oracles ; with Nero's prisons, consisting of a hun- 
dred chambers cut in solid rock, — the very perfec- 
tion of gloom; with a subterranean passage lead- 
ing to a clijff overhanging the sea, whence criminals 
were cast down to destruction ; and with such dis- 
tinguished names as Adrian, Caesar, Pompey, Sylla, 
Marius, Nero, &c. But such historic wonders have 
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Kttle to do with the perpetual habitation of these 
dangerous localities. 

Not even the beauties nor rich luxuriance of these 
enchanted groves and gardens, — a luxuriance ex- 
tending far up the sides of lava-bathed Vesuvius, — 
explain the home attachment of Neapolitan citizens 
and beggars. Speaking of this beauty, a poet says : 

** This region surely is not of earth. 
Was it not dropt from heaven ? Not a grove. 
Citron, pine, or cedar, — not a grot. 
Sea-worn, and mantled with the gadding vine, — 
But breathes enchantment ! Not a cliff but flings 

. On the clear wave some image of delight ! — 
Some cabin roof glowing with crimson flowers. 
Some ruined temple or fallen monument. 
To muse on as the bark is gliding by." 

And yet, 'tis not this beauty that binds the 
dweller to this region. The Neapolitan was horn 
here; and, ambition slumbering in his soul, he 
scarce kruows another land. 

Such beauty and enchantment, so fraught with 
power to us, — such luxuriance and natural won- 
ders, so eloquent with a voice divine, — seem lost 
upon a people crushed by oppression, and corrupted 
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bj error. If we should learn wisdom from the one, 
we should take warning, also, from the other ; — 
warning, lest injustice, superstition and error, make 
us what the Neapolitan is ; lest we be cast down 
from our high position, and dwell in darkness while 
in the midst of light. 
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THE PYRAMIDS. 

BY ELIZABETH DOTEN. 

" I •was weary, very weary ; but, when I leaned against 
the Pyramids, they gave me strength." 

A WANDERER from his childhood's home, 

An exile from his fether-land, 
His weary feet were doomed to roam 

Far o*er the desert's scorching sand. 
No mother o'er his pillow smiled, 

No sister's hand a blessing lent ; 
His only couch the desert wild, 

His only home an Arab tent. 

Upon the classic shores of Greece, 
And by the imperial towers of Bome, 

He vainly sought to find that peace 
Denied him in his childhood's home. 

Beneath Lake Leman^s watery bed. 
In Chillon's dungeon damp and low, 
16 
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Communing with the mighty dead, 
His spirit caught a kindling glow. 

He drank Chamouni's breath of bloom, 

He climbed the Alps' eternal snows, 
He plucked the leaves by Virgil's tomb. 

And stood where sacred Jordan flows. 
And where Napoleon's falchion gleamed 

Along the borders of the Nile, 
The pilgrim exile slept, and dreamed 

He saw his own loved mother's smile. 

With weary feet he came, at last, 

Where, all untouched by Time's rude hands, 
The Pyramids their shadows cast 

Upon the desert's burning sands. 
Still, in their works of greatness, dwelt 

The spirits of those mighty men ; 
Before their majesty he knelt ! 

He rose, — and he was strong again. 

thou ! whose life is all inwrought 

With cheerful faith, and strength sublime, 

Leave thou some monumental thought 
Upon the desert waste of Time. 
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Some exile from his native heaven 

May tread the path which thou hast trod, 

And through thy loorJcs may strength be given 
To lift his spirit up to God. 
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THE SHADOWS AND THE LIGHT OF HUMAN LIFE. 

BT BET. BU8SEL TOMLINSON. 

** Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in 
the morning." 

The changes of human life are many, and some- 
times most distinctly marked ; hence make impres- 
sions, when so, upon the mind, that are not easily 
erased. The natural changes which we all experi- 
ence are not unimportant, though not marked by 
anything peculiarly striking. We pass so easily 
and so readily from one to another in these, that we 
hardly note them, or allow them to instruct us in 
any great and valuable principle. 

The infant grows into childhood ; and we take no 
note of it. The child passes as imperceptibly into 
youth, and youth into manhood. Change has oper- 
ated continually, but we have not known it, though 
distinct enough ; yea, how great it is, physically , if 
no more. He who, a few years since, was the most 
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helpless and dependent of any creature of God, now 
goes forth in the pride, if not in the dignity, of man- 
hood, feeling that it is unnecessary for him to ask 
aid of any superior being, — if, indeed, he recognize 
one, — or to be practically grateful for any blessing 
enjoyed. From one of these points to the other, 
the change, when contemplated, is mysterious, and 
overwhelms the soul. But no greater than it is in 
an opposite direction, when once the point of man- 
hood is passed, toward that of old age. Soon the 
manly brow is furrowed, and the strength turned 
to weakness and trembling. This is impressive 
enough ; yet " the living lay it not to heart," o^n. 
Continually these natural changes are passing 
respectively upon us all. Comparatively we take 
no account of them, and allow them not to affect us. 
But there are changes which distinguish them- 
selves, and create eras in human life. When man, 
by some unfortunate planning and executing, is 
brought from affluence to poverty, the change is 
recognized, and sometimes makes deeper impressions 
upon the mind than any that can come. When the 
companion of our years is stricken down, the change 
effected is sometimes not only marked, but it is 
16* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



186 SHADOWS AND LIGHT OF HUMAN LIFE. 

singularly fruitful of incidents, that tell upon all 
subsequent destiny. And we may say there is 
nothing which makes us pause so soon as the 
coming of death to bear from us the companions 
and associates of our early life, or of our mature 
manhood. When his giant tread approaches, we 
involuntarily stand still. We deem it proper 
that the wheels of business and the enginery of 
pleasure should cease their clamor, and that the 
soul should be indulged in its emotions and its com- 
munings. Such changes sometimes change the 
whole current of our thoughts and lives. 

There is still another, which men experience, that 
distinguishes itself, and forms important eras in 
their history. This is produced by the application 
of Christian principles to the understanding and the 
heart ; and turns the thoughts and affections into a 
new channel, consequently affects essentially all the 
practical life. To all these the human family is 
subject ; and there is nothing earthly that is not 
transient. 

Life is alternate light and shade. It has its 
days of sunny rest, its nights of bitterness and 
sorrow, its hope and joy, its pain and fears and 
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despair. And he who makes preparation for them 
discovers the only wisdom valuable in its passing 
relations. 

Often were these the subjects of the thoughts of 
holy men of old. David saith, " Lord, thou hast 
brought up my soul from the grave ; thou hast kept 
me alive, that I should not go down to the pit. 
Sing unto the Lord, ye saints of his, and give 
thanks at the remembrance of his holiness. For 
his anger endureth but for a moment ; in his &vor is 
life. Weeping may endure for a night, but joy 
oometh in the morning." 

Thus are we directed to the idea of human 
sorrow, and the causes of it, generally active in con- 
nection with those that shoidd be, and sometimes 
are not. 

Under certain circumstances, sorrow is natural 
to man ; and, if not natural, it is so habitual^ that it 
is difficult to make any distinction tangible. He 
has been a subject of weeping and tears, as he has 
been of charity and sympathy. He was born to feel 
and be affected, and to manifest it in his life and 
intercourse. But there is in the world a savage, 
barbarous pride, which * stifles all manifestation 
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under any circumstances of emotion, and considers 
it a weakness unpardonably childish to allow a tear 
to moisten the eye and course the cheek ; yea, there 
is a sceptical bravado^ which mocks the frailty and 
weakness of human nature, — to use its own language 
in description, — and scorns itself to show any other 
than a cold and forbidding rigidity, and attempts to 
philosophize every affliction of life into the Lethean 
shade of its own darkness and emptiness. It would 
sooner violate all the sanctities of human affection, 
and wither every germ of sympathy, than suffer the 
ordinary emotions of the soul to appear ; and, should 
it be so overcome as to betray any lingering human-* 
ity, it would hardly forgive the loant of an omnipo- 
tent heartlessness which it is obliged to acknowledge. 
If it must be so, let the barbarism of the world, 
and the obstinacy of carping infidelity, breathe out 
their chilling breath in denying to nature what she 
justly claims, while they profess to venerate and 
worship at her altars ; but, be my prayer perpetual 
for the ordinary promptings of an intelligent spirit, 
— a disposition never to rob myself of the signs of 
humanity while I bear the form, — and a soul that 
can feel, in the fulness of its measure, a fellow's 
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sorrows, and mourn with him in the trial through 
which he passes. The inconvenience of the tears of 
a generous sympathy is preferable to the frigid 
sterility and barrenness of human pride or heathen- 
ish indifference. One is an acknowledgment of 
nature, the other is an affirmation that it has been 
congealed by passion and folly. 

Sorrow and sympathy are the soul's inheritance 
while in its earthly habitation ; and he who does not 
know them may assure himself that he has never 
had, or has lost, his manhood. In either case, he is 
a subject of our pity, and of our practical sympathy. 

We say, then, suppress not the tears of the manly 
heart, and deny not the soul Heaven's most excellent 
promptings. 

But what are the causes of our sorrow ordinarily, 
and constrain the soul to sadness ? 

We have said the removal of that which we have 
labored to acquire becomes, many times, the occa- 
sion of inmioderate grief. To a covetous, despairing 
mind, this is always so. The measure of sorrow 
experienced is ever proportioned to the measure of 
affection given to the object passed away ; modified, 
however, we may say, by the hope which the mind 
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cherishes of recovering or of replacing it. Still, 
there are many who sink immediately into a settled 
melancholy and gloom. Some become misanthropic, 
and haters of the world ; others are so affected by 
their sorrows as to lose their reason, and put an end 
to their troubled and intolerable existence. 

This kind of sorrow assumes all these forms, 
clothing the earth in darkness, and the habitations 
of life in the garments of mouraing. It may appear 
surprising that a cause like this should work such 
results in human experience ; but the mind will cease 
to wonder by considering carefully the mental con- 
stitution and attachment of individuals thus affected. 
The soul being centred there, and wealth being its 
iddy the tearing of it from its throne will occasion, 
naturally, inconvenience and suffering ; and some- 
times it is feared more than the loss of any other 
possession. 

Here we find, therefore, one of the fountains 
which sends into the minds and business of men 
desolation and sorrow, through its numerous chan- 
nels. All men are saddened by such an experience ; 
a few, comparatively, fatally, it is believed. 

Another cause of sorrow is the separation of 
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friends froDi us by death. And, in considering this 
source of sadness, we would exercise discrimination, 
avoiding, as much and steadily as may be, all which 
can deceive the faith and the understanding. Dif- 
ferent considerations enter into the minds of the 
bereaved, and form the measure of sorrow which 
they know. Some are only worldly, unconsciously 
to the understanding, we may believe. Against 
these we are to guard our minds industriously. 

We may think we sorrow truly, and with the 
noblest kind of grief, when we are influenced mainly 
by the lowest motives. We measure our misfortune 
by what, as a whole, without minute calculation, 
appears to be taken away from the ordinary facil- 
ities for prosecuting the business of life. The loss 
is estimated by the inconvenience experienced, and 
the interruption of the work in charge. Aside 
from this, there is no particular sorrow. And this 
spirit prevails, doubtless, in relations and depart- 
ments where we need not direct the public spirit by 
any written language. Private examination, and 
confidential intercourse, will better illustrate and 
apply the principle. 

But there are considerations into which this 
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worldly, calculating spirit enters not, and of which 
it forms no part. These are purely of a moral, 
social, or religious character. The affections — the 
real love of the soul — are more particularly con- 
cerned than any other power. Upon themj for a 
time, the blow of bereavement falls the heaviest, — 
to t?iem the greatest violence is done; and it realizes 
that a part of itself is gone. The light from which 
the spirit borrowed many of its rays is removed ; 
the voice that counselled and guided in morals and 
religion is hushed ; the hand that led gently, yet 
irresistibly, is senseless and cold ; the eye that by 
its inspiration energized every faculty, and filled 
every power with life, or checked the feverish 
excitement induced by unworthy causes, is blind 
with the frost of death ; and there is an undefinable 
vacancy, a loneliness, such as can be known only 
in experience : and the soul saith, not in any calcu- 
lating spirit, "How can I go alone? Who will 
bear me company to be ministered unto, and to 
inspire the blessing of imparting, and thus minister 
unto me ? " 

Still further, where parents are separated, the 
considerations of sorrow are Tnore elevated and pure. 
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Duties, in the domestic relation, naturally divide 
themselves, especially where there is any just appre- 
ciation of parental obligation. Those of one depart- 
ment require a power peculiar to the mother, and 
which but few fathers have the patience or the 
ability to gain. Those of the other are appropri- 
ately the father's ; though, from the deep affection 
of the mother, and her consequent superior patience, 
she frequently learns to do them, and thus acts a 
double part in behalf of her children. In the be- 
reavement of either, the sorrow is not so much on 
account of the purest idea of individual benefit and 
happiness, as on account of the children bereft. The 
inquiry is, not what shall I do, or how shall / 
enjoy* hut who will provide for my children, and 
how are they to obtain the advantages of life, and 
the blessings of a proper guidance in moral, social, 
and Christian principles ? 

Here is the cause often of sincere sorrow, and 
more particularly when fathers are left with chil- 
dren in charge. Such the most of them may well 
mourn, when they are obliged to acknowledge the 
removal of all the moulding influences of home, and 
private social life. They may well inquire, who 
17 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 SHADOWS AND LIGHT OF HUMAN LIFE. 

will care for these tender ones, and watch over 
them, and minister to their necessities and wants ? 
Who can do these duties, and perform these services, 
like a considerate, affectionate mother ? 

We know there are many teachers and guardians 
amiable in their characters and excellent in all their 
practice; but they will pardon us when we say 
they are not mothers. They are to children, gen- 
erally, what an artificial limb is to the body, render- 
ing an excellent service in its place, but sending 
seldom back the genial current of the warm life, 
and the inestimable pleasure of sensation and natural 
sympathy. Humanly speaking, then, we may be 
allowed to say, the child sustains an irreparable loss 
when the mother is called from its embrace; and, on 
this account, the affectionate and bereaved &ther 
experiences the bitterness of grief. 

There is no providence that should awaken more 
our deepest, tenderest sympathies, and make us more 
willing and active in the exercise of Christian kind- 
ness. 

Behold here some of the prominent causes of 
human sorrow, and of the flowing of burning tears 
of anguish. They are real ; not the creatures of a 
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sickly imagination, but actual experiences, which 
every manly understanding acknowledges, and to 
whose claims every manly, generous heart is not 
ashamed to respond. 

There are other causes which are sometimes, and 
that should be alivays, the occasions of sorrow 
unfeigned to the soul. They are sin, in its different 
phases and degrees. No calamity should be con- 
sidered greater than a loss of virtue. When that is 
gone, man is indeed bereft. He has lost all the 
companionship that can benefit him, and all the con- 
fidence that has the power to give him joy. He is 
isolated and alone, dreary and destitute, poor, mis- 
erable, and naked. The soul unspotted, and all 
things are tolerable ; but a " guilty conscience who 
can bear ? " Such a calamity is indeed a misfor- 
tune ; and a man may appropriately weep day and 
night while for this reason the light of the divine 
countenance is hidden from him. A consideration 
like this need not be argued in this connection. It 
addresses itself to each understanding without per- 
suasives, and almost without appeal. Still it does 
not always, like the other causes, produce sorrow. 
Men are so forgetful sometimes that they find in sin 
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no occasion for mourning, but rather rejoice while 
they " treasure up wrath against the day of wrath, 
and the righteous revelation of God." Let them 
weep, and clothe themselves in sackcloth ; for their 
occasion is great, and their danger imminent. 

But we must notice the instrumentality through 
which the sorrows considered may be succeeded by 
reconciliation and peace. " Weeping may endure 
for a night, but joy cometh in the morning." Here 
is divine assurance, and hope for the confiding spirit. 

But what is the medium through which this 
promise is to be fulfilled ? We may say, God has 
provided benevolently in our creation. Though 
made to sorrow when occasions urge, this was not 
designed to be our abiding inheritance. We were 
also made for joy, and for vastly more of this than 
that. Hence the mind is so constituted with latent 
energies as that it is able to recover itself from those 
severe misfortunes which it suffers after the cloud 
has spent itself in passing. Its reason plies its 
power, and brings forth hidden agents to its service, 
and which, perhaps, have been specially reserved for 
great exigencies and occasions. It has also, most 
benevolently, the power of adapting itself to circum- 
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stances, and of becoming submissive where it cannot 
control. Through these instrumentalities it rises 
gradually from its prostration into the region of 
calm reflection and comparative peace ; and, as time 
separates it further and further from the event, and 
the immediate occasion of its sorrow, it performs its 
affectionate office in securing that particular prepa- 
ration which is necessary for successful appliance in 
equally important duties. This we may regard as 
the beginiring of its passage from its night of sorrow 
to the brightness of its succeeding morn. Then fol- 
low the appropriate duties in respective relations. 

If its sorrow is occasioned by the loss of earthly 
treasure, it gains strength in the reflection that a 
few years of successful adventure, or of patient 
industry, will replace that which has been taken 
away, or succeed it by other interests of the same 
kind. Or, if too far advanced in life to anticipate 
success in recovering the possession gone, it becomes 
satisfied with the assurance, somehow obtained, that 
food and raiment will always be provided ; which, 
indeed, is all that can be enjoyed. Thus the night 
of afliiction passes gradually into oblivion, and the 
17# 
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calm day dawns, bringing with it every needed 



The affliction occasioned by bereavement is not 
thus speedily succeeded by considerations of joy, 
except where the loss is regarded in a worldly light, 
and by a worldly spirit. There they come through, 
the same channel, and in a similar exercise. But 
with true affection it always happens otherwise. It 
has a process of evolving light, all its own and 
Heaven's. It does not think now of recovering the 
possession gone, or of replacing it by something else ; 
but it foUows the departed spirit in its outward 
passage, inquiring anxiously concerning it, and 
watching eagerly, as if to gain some evidence of its 
recognition. If, in searching, it finds that it has 
obtained rest and glory, the affections say It is well ; 
my friend is happier than I could make him. 
"Thanks be to God." This almost satisfies the 
spirit with its abundant power. But yet again it 
asks, more humbly than before. Is there to come a 
reunion ? Revelation answers, " In God's good 
time ; wait until the preparation is complete." The 
soul saith then, in hope, rejoicingly, "Thy will be 
4one." Thus, through Christian instruction and 
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Ghristian faith, led on by true afifectioii, the night 
of weeping is succeeded by the joyful morning of 
reconciliation and peace. Then the service of the 
living will be made tolerable, yea, joyous ; and theu 
way will open daily, and beckon to its true duties, 
and to its full happiness. Mortals, look up ! 
" Earth has no sorrows " which Heaven, through true 
affection, cannot heal. 

Lastly, the sorrow for sin which the soul some- 
times knows is to be removed by a hearty " repent- 
ance towards God," and a true " faith towards our 
Lord Jesus Christ; " and is succeeded by the attend- 
ant joy of God's forgiveness, and by the light of a 
glorious spiritual morn, promising a divinely spirit- 
ual day. Thus the night of conviction closes in the 
heart renewed, in the life sanctified, in the spirit 
consecrated, and in the brightness of a " godly walk 
and conversation." 

These are the mediums through which the joy of 
heaven is to succeed the sorrows of the world, and 
the day of reconciliation and peace the night of 
adversity and gloom. 

In them we may see a divine hand, and the 
boundless, ineflfe.ble love of a pure creating spirit. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



200 SHADOWS AND LIGHT OF .HUMAN LTFB. 

He has not lefl his children without an effectual 
antidote for their numerous woes. " Weeping may 
endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning." 
Gratefully, therefore, should we accept his prov- 
idences and his blessings, and honor him in a conse- 
crated life and spirit ; believing that 

In every dispensation to his children given. 
He bears the tokens of his everlasting love ; 

Though all the enchanting ties of earth are riven. 
Still will they ever his unchanging mercy prove. 

0, trust him, then, nor breathe one murmuring sigh. 

He will bless, and give thee perfect peace on high. 1 
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BT MBS. M. A. LIVEBMO&B. 

Fab up in the hills, where are bom the rills, 

I know of a dancing stream, 
That leapeth ^ong to the sound of its song, 

While bright as the sunlight its gleam. 

Now murmuring low, with a musical flow, 

It trippeth most daintily on ; 
Then bursting away, like a child at its play, 

It springeth the hill-side adown. 

But, wearied ere long with its dancing and song. 

It stayeth its hurrying pace. 
And resteth awhile, with its beautiftd smile. 

Where the valleys have hollowed a place. 

Here its calm clear face mirrors brightly the trace 
Of the moon, on her heavenly way ; 

And the stars above, with their eyes of love, 
Here gaze the long night-time away. 
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When the ruddy light of the morning bright 
Wakes earth from her slumber again, 

To this mountain stream, with its glimmer and 
gleam, 
I hie from the haunts of men. 

Then the mountain's peak, whose shadow I seek, 

With clouds is tapestried round ; 
And the trees stand grim, in the morning dim, 

Like sentinels guarding the ground. 

Here the flowers distil their sweet perftune at will ; 

Here the birds make music divine. 
That accords with the flash of the rivulet's dash ; — 

O, a mountain toilet be mine ! 

Let poets sing of the youth-giving spring, 

So famed in the days that are fled ; 
The muse 1 11 entreat for the stream where my feet 

Each morning are willingly led. 

It giveth the cheek, this toilet I seek. 

The blush of the ruddiest rose ; 
To the eye, the light of the diamond bright ; 

To the brow, the fairness of snows. 
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It giveth a joy, that is free from alloy, 

To the step and the spirit so free ; 
With the bird and the spring I dance and I sing, — 

0. a mountam toilet for me! 
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ELLIOT GRAY; OR, THE BRAVE-HEARTED FIRE- 
MAN. 

BT MBS. M. A. LIVEBMOBE. 

A MILD south-westerly wind had been blowing for 
a day or two, and the piled-up snows of winter had 
feat disappeared before its subduing power. The 
streets of the city were flooded ; the crossings were 
hardly fordable to feet not cased in " water-proof 
boots ; " the gutters were rivers in miniature, and 
the side-walks were continually deluged with water 
that ran from the overflowing spouts of the houses. 
The heavens wore the " blue of May ; " the air was 
bland and balmy ; a spring-like warmth reigned in 
the atmosphere ; and, but for the assertion of the 
" almanac " that the month was January, one could 
easily have believed that the vernal season had 
commenced. 

But this foretaste of spring was of short duration. 
Late in the afternoon of the second day, one of those 
sudden changes peculiar to our New England cli- 
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mate came over the weather. The wind veered 
Buddeoly round to the north, and blew a biting and 
furious gale, that soon stiffened the running water 
of the streets, covered the side-walks with a slippery 
coating of ice, and fringed spouts, cornices, piazzas 
and windows, with a bristling array of icicles. 
Colder and keener blew the wind through that 
night, and the day following, as if to revenge the 
intrusion of the summery air into the depth of 
winter ; and, when the sun went down on the sec- 
ond day of the changed weather, a more intense cold 
had never chilled the bosom of the earth, — a more 
biting north-wester had never raged through and 
around the compactly-built city. Window-blinds 
were slammed backwards and forwards with frantic 
violence ; hanging-signs creaked on their hinges, as 
they dashed hither and thither; doors and gates 
were flung rudely open, and then furiously closed ; 
horses* hoofs rung on the flinty ice, now and then 
striking fire from an uncovered pavement; people 
hurrying from the day's labor and business chafed 
their hands, and buried their faces still deeper in 
fur collars or woollen mufflers ; while those whose 
course led them to face the maddened wind found 
18 
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their progress impeded, as it came rushing against 
ihem, hurling them backwards, twisting their gar- 
ments, blinding them with its fury, freezing the 
tears it brought to their eyes, and the breath that 
exhaled from their nostrils. 

It was on such an evening as this — turbulent, 
inclement and freezing — that crowds of metropol- 
itans issued from their cosey parlors, where bright 
coal fires glowed in polished grates, and capacious 
fauteuils and sofas waited their occupants, and 
wended their way to a concert-room in the heart of 
the city. Some were led thither by the restless 
spirit that prompts to ceaseless change; some to 
gaze on the galaxy of beauty and fashion expected 
to adorn the hall ; some to display charms of person 
or gorgeousness of dress ; while others — and they 
were few, comparatively — were drawn thence by the 
incomparable genius of the songstress of the even- 
ing, whose artistic skill, and varied melody, and 
wondrous voice, had entranced all hearts, and com- 
pelled the homage of the loftiest intellect. 

Elliot Gray, however, belonged to no one of these 
classes. Moody, sad and desponding, he turned his 
steps towards the brilliantly illuminated hall, caring 
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little for the angelic powers of the fair cantatrioe of 
the evening, not lured by the blaze of fashion or the 
bright eyes of beauty, and utterly devoid of that 
vanity which prompts to personal display. There 
was, indeed, in his heart a vague hope that otic 
would be there, who was the very light of \na life ; 
oh whom he mused by day, and of whom he dreamed 
by night ; but this hope he cherished rather as a 
desire than an expectation. It failed to impart 
energy to his flagging footsteps, and to give light to 
his rayless £ice; and, while others traversed the 
city as if life depended upon rapid locomotion, he 
moved along as if hardly conscious of existence, 
scarcely noticing the hurrying" and jostling crowds 
that passed him by. 

Absorbed in bitter and corroding thoughts, he 
could hardly have told whether it were winter or 
spring, — whether it were daylight or darkness. 
With despair he was ruminating on his poverty and 
obscurity, and the insurmountable obstacles that lay 
between him and wealth, the one good which at the 
moment seemed supremely desirable, and fiirthest 
from his reach. Not for their own intrinsic worth 
did he so eagerly covet the treasures of earth, — for 
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Elliot Gray had not a miserly spirit, — but for the 
dearer treasure it would place in his hands, for the 
priceless blessing it would purchase him. 

A poor clerk, with no other riches than health, 
honor and integrity, destitute of wealthy and influ- 
ential fiiends to lend him a helping hand, — with no 
prospect but that of clerkship before him for years, 
and perhaps for life, — he had yet dared to love and 
to woo a beautiful girl, the only child of a moneyed 
aristocrat, who, purse-proud and insolent, had closed 
his doors against him on that very day, — had for- 
bidden him, with insulting words, to aspire to his 
daughter, assuring him that wealth alone would win 
her. It was this which had gathered such darkness 
over his way, and settled such gloom upon his spirit; 
which had led him to curse his low but honorable 
position in society, and to exaggerate the value of 
money ; and which caused him, in the madness and 
recklessness of the monpient, to feel almost willing to 
barter his integrity and his Hopes of happiness for 
gold. 

Full of wild and maddening thoughts, and with 
heavy and inelastic steps, he ascended to the concert- 
room with the thousands whose hearts were all 
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«i.gerness and expectancy, awaiting the appearance 
of the world- renowned artiste^ whose musical powers 
had won the plaudits of nations. He alone was 
listless and inanimate. With folded arms and 
clouded brow, his gaze fixed on vacancy, he con- 
tinued to pursue his gloomy train of thought, until 
the first thrilling gush of song swelled through the 
ample room, electrifying the hearts of others, and 
intruding upon his revery. Then, turning suddenly 
round, he met an earnest, pitying look, bent on his 
half-averted face, — a look of tender solicitude, 
under which his heart leaped and bounded as it had 
not to the voice of the singer ; for in those dark 
eyes, filled with tears, and in that pale face, that 
told of concealed sorrow, he recognized her to whom 
his thoughts flitted continually. His own face was 
instantly sufiiised with pleasure, and his heart 
throbbed with delight ; for he saw that he was still 
dear to the fair girl, although obnoxious to the 
father ; and he reproached himself for settling into 
gloom and inaction, when so true a heart beat 
responsive to his own. 

A few moments' intermission was announced in 
the programme, and then people left their seats to 
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excliaDge the coinmon courtesies of the hour with 
friends and acquaintances in different parts of the 
hall, or to seek invigoration in the wintry atmos- 
phere without. For a few moments Mr. Ray, the 
lynx-eyed father of Helen, left her side, to discuss 
some matter of absorbing interest with a business 
acquaintance. During these few moments Elliot 
Gray was with her ; and, though there was but a 
warm pressure of the hand, an earnest and brief 
adjuration to her lover, from the brave girl, to bear 
up under the opposition of her father, accompanied 
by the prophetic assurance that happier days were 
coming, yet the hearts of each were stronger after- 
wards, and lay more lightly in their bosoms. With 
different ears each now listened to the glorious bursts 
of soul-felt music that were poured forth, entrancing 
all listeners. As melody after melody gushed forth, 
— now surpassingly sweet, and now thrillingly 
mournful, now dying away almost to silence, and 
now deepening and swelling till the rich notes filled 
the spacious room, — their hearts were swayed by 
it as were those of the multitude ; and when they 
returned to their homes, it was as if a new life had 
been breathed into them. 
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With more alacrity, and more of hope, Elliot 
Gray retraced his way homewards. His spirits 
were rallied, his feelings exhilarated, and his heart 
lifted from its despondency. A great weight was 
removed from his spirit. Helen yet loved him, and 
would be true to him, despite her father's mandate 
to the contrary. With happy thoughts and hopeful 
feelings he sought his couch for the night ; and, not- 
withstanding the wild roar of the biting wind with- 
out, and the almost Siberian rigor of the weather, 
he was soon lapped in delicious slumber. 

Quiet soon settled upon the city, — the deep quiet 
of a winter's midnight, unbroken save by the strife 
of the elements. Carriages ceased to rumble over 
the pavements, the sound of footsteps died away, 
opera-houses and ball-rooms were deserted,- lighta 
disappeared from the windows, and sleep weighed 
down the eyelids of the city's population. But sud- 
denly a distant sound of alarm was heard, which 
was repeated by nearer and nearer voices, until the 
startling cry of "^re .' " rang through the city. The 
loud clang of an alarm-bell was heard ; then another 
and another sent forth the note of warning and the 
cry of danger from its " brazen throat." The pecu- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



212 ELLIOT gray; oe, 

liar and shrill sound of the watchman's rattle was 
heard in every street ; the appalling and stentorian 
cries of "^re / " were a thousand times repeated ; 
doors and gates were opened and closed, a tide of 
human beings rushing forth to the scene of danger ; 
the fire-engines, with their blazing torches, their 
coils of hose, their trains of hooks and ladders, 
rattled like mad over the pavements; until, all 
together, a din swelled through the city that might 
have waked the very dead. 

But so deep and happy were the slumbers of 
Elliot Gray that he was among the last to awake. 
Springing to his feet, as the hoarse sounds of alarm 
and confusion came to his awaking senses, he sprang 
from his couch, hastily dressed, and hurried into the 
street. A member of the fire-department, he rushed 
first to the engine-house ; but the machine waa 
already on its way to the scene of destruction, to 
cope with the flames ; and, guided by the lurid light 
that now shone over the city, he also sped thither 
on the wings of the wind. As he drew nearer and 
nearer to the terrible conflagration, — where already 
a sea of flame, goaded by the wind, was leaping, 
tiger-like, from street to street, and from square to 
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square, — an agonizing fear for a moment palsied 
his heart, for he remembered that in this quarter of 
the city dwelt Helen Ray. When he came in full 
view of the fiery scene, his fears became a dreadful 
certainty ; for he saw that her father's house was 
already on fire, and was almost girdled by burn- 
ing buildings. Forgetful of all but her safety, he 
dashed through the eddying clouds of black smoke, 
into the midst of the leaping, roaring, surging flames, 
towards the hapless house from which he had been 
ignominiously ejected the day before, resolved to 
ascertain for himself if she were safe. 

The merciless wind, in the mean while, bore on 
the triumphant flames in their devastating work, 
raining showers of blazing cinders upon the dwell- 
ings around, which were almost instantaneously 
converted into a mass of flames, the alarmed inmates 
barely escaping with their lives. The brave fire- 
men were seen everywhere contending with the 
wrathful element, and disputing its progress. Now 
they marched up to the very verge of the flames, 
and, maintaining their stand amidst the scorching 
heat and stifling smoke, worked the brakes of the 
engines with herculean force, pouring in columns of 
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water on the blazing masses of fire, and gaining a 
momentary advantage over it ; now, over charring 
floors, while blazing rafters and showers of cinders 
fell around them, they bore frightened and feeble 
people from the certain death that threatened them ; 
and now they pulled down combustible buildings, as 
though they were mere toys, that the passage of the 
flames might be obstructed; and everywhere, re- 
gardless of self and of danger, perilling life and 
limb, they aided men, women and children, who 
were flying from their fiery pursuer, seeking, with 
noble disinterestedness, only the safety of others. 
But their mighty efforts were greatly impeded by 
the wind and the cold. A great portion of the hose 
lay upon the ground like a frozen serpent, the 
water in it being converted to ice. The firemen 
themselves were almost petrified in the terrible 
atmosphere. The wind gave such powerful aid to 
the flames, that, despite the wondrous efforts of the 
brave band of firemen, whole streets were brought 
under their sway; and stately structures, whose 
erection had cost thousands, melted like wax before 
the advancing conflagration ; and the immense crowd' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BRAVE-HEAKIED FIREMAN. 215 

looked aghast at the appalling spectacle, not knowing 
what to do. 

But now the loud voice of one was heard, whose 
wisdom, energy and station, entitled him to com- 
mand, and to obedience. " The buildings must be 

blown up on the opposite side of square ! It is 

only by blowing up the buildings in the direction of 
the wind that the fire can be stayed ! " and, with 
promptitude, the almost paralyzed crowd hastened to 
obey the summons. At that very moment, how- 
ever, the piercing shriek of a woman was heard, far 
above the wild uproar and deafening clangor ; and 
the mother of Helen Kay was seen, struggling with 
those who held her, determined to plunge back into 
the flames, from which she had just been snatched, 
in search of her daughter. But the same brave 
heart and vnlling hands that had rescued her from 
a fiery grave — the heart and hands of Elliot Gray 
— were now in quest of her child, who alone had 
been left in the doomed and burning building. 
While the hearts of the by-standers were wrung 
with anguish at the sight of the mother's dreadful 
agony, and while they were shocked at the certain 
doom which seemed to await the fair girl, yet so 
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hopeless appeared the probability of saving her, — 
so fraught with terrible death the fate of him who 
attempted it, — that, of all who beheld the parent's 
agony, only one had courage for the work ; and that 
one was the despised clerk, who had been rejected 
by the father, — the poor fireman, whose courage 
was that of love, and who was resolved to save her 
who was so dear to him, or to perish with her. 

Rushing to the windward side of the house, where 
the fire had obtained less foot-hold, the brave young 
man mounted a ladder to the second story, and, 
dashing in a window, groped his way through the 
suffocating smoke of its rooms till convinced that 
she whom he sought was not there, when, at the risk 
of life, he ascended the burning staircase to the 
story above. Moments of terrible suspense followed 
to those who were watching without. Scarcely had 
young Gray deserted the second story when the 
fierce flames burst through all its windows, and with 
a dull roar leaped upwards towards the roof. And 
now the noble-hearted Gray searched through the 
half-fired rooms of the third story, while the crack- 
ing timbers, the fierce heat and dense smoke, warned 
him of his peril. But she whom he sought was not 
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tiiere ; and to leave her at the mercy of the dreadftil 
element was a thought not to be endured for a mo- 
ment. So, ascending yet another staircase, through 
volumes of blinding smoke, he stumbled along into 
the attic of the building. Throwmg his athletic form 
against a door, which seemed &tened on the inside, 
it gave way, and he rushed towards the window to 
effect his own escape ; for the flames had followed 
&st upon his footsteps, retreat was impossible, and but 
this single and slender chance was left him of saving 
his own life. But, in his way to the window, he 
stumbled over something in his path ; and, reaching 
down, he felt that it was a human form. Lifting 
it to the window, which he instantly cleared of sash 
and glass, a cry of joy escaped him, for he recog- 
nized in that nerveless, palsied, half-suffocated ^1, 
his own Helen, who, in the franticness of her fear, 
had enclosed herself in this attic chamber, where she 
had sunk down insensible, to die a dreadful death. 

Meanwhile a thousand eyes were directed with 
painful anxiety to the burning house, now almost 
one solid body of fire ; and, as long tongues of flame 
leaped forth from every window of the three stories, 
despair seized upon the stoutest heart. The moUi- 
19 
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er*s agony was heart-rendiDg to witness. She ooald 
not, like the father, find relief in fruitless exertions 
to save the beloved object ; she could only moan, and 
wring her hands convulsively, now calling piteously 
on Heaven to save her child, and then, with ter- 
rible grief, bewailing her cruel fate. But suddenly 
a cry of joy, not unmixed with distress, burst from 
the surrounding multitude, as the blackened, gasp- 
ing fireman emerged from the attic window, holding 
close in his embrace the apparently lifeless Helen, 
whom all had given up as lost. 

"Raise a ladder here, boys! — Eaise a ladder 
here ! And be quick, or we 're lost ! " he shouted, 
in a voice of thunder, that was heard above the wild 
din around them. But his command was already 
anticipated. A band of gallant fellows had borne a 
long, stout ladder to the very spot, while other bands 
drew the engines to the very front of the tottering, 
burning building, and, manning the brakes, with 
superhuman power poured streams of water on the 
flames, that leaped forth from the windows beneath 
and around the ladder, that Gray's descent with his 
drooping and precious burden might be less hazard- 
ous and painful. Sliding cautiously down the steep, 
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slated, and now slippery side of the roof, he reached 
at last the topmost round of the ladder, and care- 
fully began his descent. 

The eyes of the dense crowd were bent upon him, 
as, drenched with water from the engines, exhausted 
with the mighty efforts he had made, and the emo- 
tions which had nearly overpowered him, — be- 
grimmed with smoke, blood streaming from *he 
wounds he had received in dashing out windows and 
bursting in doors, — he descended, step by step, down 
the ladder, holding to his heart his still unconscious 
burden. And now the last round was reached ; he 
stepped upon the ground, and surrendered her whom 
he had rescued to other hands, while the grateful 
mother sprang forward to the deliverer of her child, 
and sank in a swoon upon his bosom, with a faintly 
articulated " Thank God ! " As for the father, his 
lips refused to frame words of thanks to the young 
man ; but, grasping him by the hand, he wrung it 
in silence, while tears coursed down his cheek, and 
his face was eloquent with gratitude. While some 
bore the unconscious mother and daughter to a 
carriage near by, the father led young Gray thither, 
and all were soon on their way to a place of safety 
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and quiet, where each oould reoeiTe the aid their 
several needs required. A loud and repeated huzza 
burst from the gazers-on, as they beheld the Bafety 
of those whose lives had been so perilled, which was 
drowned by the deafening crash of the falling roof, 
and the roar of the smoke and flames, that shot up 
madly towards heaven. 

Hours elapsed; the progress of the conflagration- 
was stayed, and the gray dawn of the wintry morn- 
ing had appeared, before Helen Kay awoke to con- 
sciousness, and a knowledge of the dreadful doom 
which she had escaped. Gradually a memory of 
last night's horrors came over her mind ; and she 
raised her eyes, with tears of gratitude, to her 
parents, and with wonder to Elliot Gray, who, with 
a physician and an attendant, were anxiously watch- 
ing the dear girl that lay so death-like before them. 

" Helen," asked her pale father, bending over her, 
" are you better ? " 

" Yes, father," was her feeble reply ; " but what 
a dreadful night ! How came I here ? " 

" Here is your deliverer ! " said Mr. Kay, drawing 
ElHot Gray forward, pale, wan and exhausted ; " it 
is to Mr. Gray you are indebted for your life, and 
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to him we owe the preservation fff our daugh- 
ter." 

"To yov^ Elliot?" asked Helen, with more of 
animation ; and then, turning towards Mr. Eaj, she 
uttered the simple words, " 0, father ! " 

But they were enough ; they spoke volumes of 
reproach to him, of love for the young fireman, 
of protest against further opposition. Joining the 
hands of the twain in his own, he said, in tremulous 
accents, 

" Let the past be forgotten ! I have erred in my 
estimate of you, Mr. Gray ; it becomes me to apol- 
ogize, and to ask pardon. Within the last few 
hours you have become dear to me as a son. My 
obligations to you are infinite, and I will not seek to 
repay them with money. But here is my only 
child, and may she live to reward you hr your great 
services this past night ! " 

" Say, Helen," said Mrs. Bay, gayly, wiping 
away her tears, "does this proposition conflict with 
youf wishes ? " 

But Helen only covered her face with her hand, 
while the tears trickled down through her fingers. 
And now the physician interfered, and forbade any 
19* 
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further excitement of the feeble girl ; and so they 
two were left alone together — Elliot and Helen — 
to discuss, for a few moments, the new turn their 
affairs had taken. 

A few months afterwards witnessed the bridal of 
the aristocrat's daughter and the young fireman; 
when, among the particular friends of the bride and 
groom invited on the occasion, appeared the mem- 
bers of the fire-company to which Elliot Gray still 
belonged. Nor did the appearance of these guests 
displease the yet fastidious and haughty fiither-in- 
law ; for, as he took them severally by the hand, he 
said, " I am proud to have your acquaintance ; for 
never did veterans of the battle-field display more 
heroism than was manifasted by you on that event- 
ful night which had nearly robbed me of a daughter ; 
and, but for your organization, I greatly fear my 
child would not now have the happiness of calling 
Mr. Gray husband, nor I the pleasure of owning 
him as son." 
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BY REV. NELSON BROWN. 

There is no cloud, however deep and dark, 
That hath not in its depths a lightning spark; 
There is no desert waste of distant lands, 
That hath no cooling fount amid its sands ; 
Some verdant spots there dot the arid plains. 
And Heaven's meek dews fall soft as summer rains. 

There is no cheerless, long-pi-otracted night, 

That hath not, 'neath its veil, bright stars of light ; 

There is no lonely cavern, deep and damp, 

That gleams no beauty by the faithftil lamp ; 

There is no dungeon cell of awful gloom, 

Where God's sweet presence hath not amj^e room. 

There is no star, however far away, 
Or hid mid clouds, but hath a milling ray ; 
There is no plant, however scorned by man, 
But hath some purpose in God's wondrous plan ; 
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There is no heart, however steeped in sin, 
Bat hath some spark of goodness deep within. 

There are no floods of agonizing grief, 
That in their flow bring not some sweet relief; 
There is no sorrow of the human heart, 
That hath no balm amid its keenest smart. 
A germ of good lies hidden in each ill, 
To all who meekly do the Father's will. 

There is no flower, though nipped by early frost, 
Whose scattered fragrance shall be wholly lost. 
There is no death, — save throwing off this earth ; 
Death is the agent of Immortal Birth. 
There is no toil of good, though rife with pain, 
That shall not gather golden sheaves of grain. 
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THE LIGHTS OF EVENING. 

BY HENBT BAOOK. 

The prophet Zachariah speaks of a time when the 
liord shall be king over the whole earth in the 
hearts of adoring humanity, and says, in reference to 
that time, ** It shall come to pass that at evening 
time it shall be light." The idea seems to be, that 
where shadows and darkness might be expected, 
brooding over the souls of men, there should be the 
light of hope and trust, of joy and praise. This 
passage has suggested to me the blessings which 
religion brings to age, — the beautiful and solemn 
lights of life's evening. The Lights of Evening is, 
then, my theme ; and I can best approach and 
illustrate its fulness by referring, first, to the visible 
lights of the evening of the day. 

First, then, there are the lights of evening in our 
homes. Forms and objects become indistinct, till at 
length our comfort demands that we illuminate the 
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room, drop the curtaiD, or close the shatter, confess- 
ing that evening has come. How pleasant the 
lighta there lit ! We gather around the closing 
repast of the day, or where the book is read, or the 
shining steel is plied, or the hours are passed in 
pleasant gossip or conversation. She that ^* hath a 
pleasant voice and can play well on an instrument," 
as the prophet writes, kindles new lights in the 
smiles and gladness that answer to her music and 
song, and the garish day is forgotten, with all its 
cares and burdens, amid the beautiM lights of 
evening at home. 

But there are other lights, — those of the neigh- 
borhood. How pleasant it is for the thoughtful 
one, sitting in the twilight at her casement, to look 
out and see the lights lit, illuminating one window 
after another in the distance, inclining the mind to 
dreaminess respecting the pursuits which those 
lights are directing ! There they shine above the 
plain repast, the luxurious board, the work-table, 
the student's desk, and where the mother or the 
nurse sings the sweet lullaby to the infant on its 
couch. Yet more suggestive shine the lights of 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE LIGHTS OF EVElilNG. 227 

evening when they are seen as the poet describes his 
sight of them : 

" I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me. 
That my soul cannot resist." 

One after another those lights enter the soul, and 
the rain of grief and the mist of sadness is over 
and gone, and the thoughtful one turns away &om 
the casement to her task, or book, at peace with 
the world and God. 

The invalid is cheered, in the hour of sleepless^ 
ness, as by a sort of companionship, when the 
evening lights are greeted as she boks through her 
window ; they are symbols of pleasant things, and 
the dreary chamber is suddenly transformed by 
joyous memories, and the presence of the com- 
panions of healthful years. When one after another 
of those neighborhood lights are extinguished, there 
is no feeling of gloom to the sick one; for they 
speak to her only of the putting away of what may 
easily be relit again when the appropriate time shall 
come, like her own eye, where shall yet be brought 
the radiance of a new energy and joy. 
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There are evening lights, also, glaring from the 
shops, and the hotels and saloons. How beautiful 
they are ! What a charm of gayety they impart to 
the street ; and how gorgeously appear the silks and 
satins, the elaborate and elegant embroidery, the 
exquisite specimens of skill in the decorative arts, 
the fine engravings, and the beautiful paintings ! 
How easily we learn the lesson of how much the 
beauty and attraction of things depends on the light 
in which they are placed ! What new points of 
genius are detected, brought out, by the appropriate 
beam ! What a cheap-priced museum is opened by 
the evening lights in the stores of a city street ! 
and how insensibly the long distance is travelled, as 
we pass along, cheered and saluted by the pleasant 
and mirthful things, that almost seem to come out 
from the blaze of the window to greet us ! 

But, as we pass beyond the stores, and the blank 
walls stand up on either side in massive stateliness, 
we take more notice of the evening lights in the 
streets, like huge sentinels holding their lanterns to 
give us safe passage amid the pit-falls that otherwise 
might entrap us, and to enable us to greet the 
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countenance of a passing friend, or to recognize the 
residence we desire to enter. 

Pressing our walk still further, till we are able 
to look abroad upon the sea, and the bridges that 
span the waters, still other evening lights greet our 
admiring gaze ; and we think of the pleasures of 
travel, the attractions that win so many from their 
homes, and give them new and enlarged views of 
men and things, the amenities that unite seemingly 
discordant people. 

But, as home is still the desired haven, notwith- 
standing the romance and novelty of journeying, 
how pleasant is the sight of the lights that guide 
the traveller on his way homeward ! — the beacon- 
light at sea, the lantern on the bridge, the dazzling 
light on the steam-engine, as it draws the rattling 
cars along, so that we close our eyes from the glare, 
and the street-lamps seem to dwindle into mere 
tapers ! 

But there are yet other evening lights — the 
lights of the stars. At times they take us away 
from the lights of home, the neighborhood, the shops, 
the streets, the avenues across the waters ; and the 
lights along the river, the coast, or floating with the 
20 
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boats and ships. These are all lit by human hands ; 
but the stars pour the light of an inexhaustible 
fount. These lights around us bum for only a few 
hours ; but the starry lights pour into space their 
radiance steadily as time flows. If at any time we 
think they are gone, we have but to descend deep 
enough into the darkened depths of the earth to find 
them above us in all their beauty. And how fitted 
to our moral nature are the starry lights ! They 
win us to lofty and holy meditation, when no other 
lights can charm. And how much they have to do 
with the better portion of our nature^ is seen in all 
those myriad instances in history where we behold 
the profoundest awe inspired in the wild and seem- 
ingly untamable soul by the sight of the stars. 

How meaningless is flattery, how false the pleas- 
ures of sensuality, when the beauty turns from the 
perfumed lights of the festival or the ball-room, and 
goes out to where she sees only the solemn stars 
looking down upon her ! What the cool air brings 
to her brow, they bring to her soul ; and that vision 
of immaculate purity bids the sinful thought away, 
at id takes the charm from the tempter. 

The invalid watches those evening lights, and 
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prays ; the soul is full of starry thoughts, and the 
heaven of faith is magnificent with the constellations 
of truth, — where love is more than the bands of 
Orion, and grace more than the sweet influence of 
the Pleiades. 

The wanderer is cheered by them, and thanks 
God for his over-arching and radiant providence ; 
the student sees them, and an unquenchable desire 
for knowledge, for the mastery over mystery, enters 
his spirit, — and there is rapture in the aspirations 
that bear him away amid their beauty, as he sails 
amid isles of light in the upper sea ; the philosopher 
studies them, and worships the magnificence and 
grandeur of God ; while the Christian gazes at them 
to recall the choral of the morning stars, that blazonry 
that imaged to Abraham the extent of the blessing 
in his seed, as he stood at the door of his tent 
and looked heavenward, by divine command. The 
Christian thinks also of the meditations of the 
Psalmist on the insignificance yet grandeur of man, 
while beholding the host on high; and the sweet 
light of Bethlehem's star returns to his vision, as it 
led the way to where God's greatest gift lay, " feeble 
beginning of a mighty end." The Christian thinks, 
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moreover, of the promise that " they that be wise 
shall shine as the brightness of the firmament ; and 
that they that turn many to righteousness as the 
stars for ever and ever." But, it may be, in his low- 
Yiueiss, he may not aspire to so much as this ; but in 
humility can pray, 

" Grant me, God, a high soft star to be ! 

Calm, still and bright, to trace my way in heaven. 
And shed my light o'er life's tempestuous sea ; 
Where human hearts, like fragile barks, are driven 
Mid rocks and hidden shoals. 
A soul mid glorious souls, — 
A small pure star, within the glittering band 
That, high above the clouds, undimmed and grand. 

In placid beauty rolls. 
To herald on the weary to the land 
Where all is rest and peace, — to guide the way 
To heaven's unclouded day ! " 

Such are the visible lights of evening, in the 
home, the neighborhood, the stores and streets, on 
land and at sea, and in the heavens above us. They 
intimate to us in how many senses we can say, " At 
evening time it shall be light." With all these 
lights are connected pleasant associations. They 
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have a world of poetry that is all their own. There 
are sentiments connected with them that illuminate 
the minds of thousands with fairer lamps than are 
ever lit in the gay saloon ; and, were we to count up 
the contributions to the happiness of a single year, 
we should be surprised to discover how much we 
owe to the lights of evening; what pictures they 
have given us, fairer than the scene where the east- 
ern groups gather in oriental fashion amid scores 
of perfumed lights, and find ecstactic pleasures 
ss they plunge and swim amid the moonlight waves. 

Life has its evening ; and has not that evening its 
lights ? Yes, where the gospel has come, — where 
the heart has received of its Mness, and the soul 
rejoices in " the full assurance of faith." The bless- 
ings of the gospel have analogies in all the pleasant 
things of the visible lights of evening, — at home, 
in the sphere of social life, in the commerce of the 
world, the journeyings to and fro, and the celestial 
loveliness that bears our thoughts away into the 
infinite in search for the heaven of heavens. 

Christianity bids light be at evening, as no other 
reli^on was ever able to command. I see it illus- 
trated in all those instances which are given us of 
20* 
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Christ teaching at evening, as when he talked with 
Nicodemus ; or at Bethany, in the home of Martha, 
and Mary, and Lazarus ; or at the Last Supper ; or 
as he walked unknown with the disciples going to 
Eminaus. Almost inevitably, when we thiok of 
that journeying of the two disciples, the evening 
seems cold and misty ; the night-winds are hoarse, 
and nature seems to have forgotten her low, sweet 
vesper, and mourns the absence of Him who glori- 
fied her beauty, and extolled her speech of God. 
We feel relieved when we see them, as it were, 
entered the home at their journey's end ; and what 
a sudden light is lit, what a radiance fills the 
room, as Jesus reveals himself, and they say to each 
other, " Did not our hearts burn within us while he 
talked with us by the way, and while he opened to 
lis the Scriptures ? " Beautiful type of Christ, with 
ht followers in the evening of life, to chase away 
their sadness, to comfort their hearts, to bring 
warmth where was only coldness, and to " show them 
worlds of light they never saw by day ! " 

When the evening of life comes to those in our 
home, what lights do we have to bring forth that we 
may see in them claims to our reverence ? We can, 
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indeed, bring the light of ancient philosophy, — put 
it on " a candlestick that it may give light to all 
who are in the house." That light was taken from 
the past. It was filled by thoughts of what the 
ag(^ have been, what experiences they have passed 
through, and what a solemn interest must gather 
around those who have known so much more of 
life than we have. It is a beautiful evidence of 
the instinctive regard for what is truly venerable, to 
see those who claim no religion as theirs, and have 
no regard for the Christian solvent for life's hardest 
problems, yet who are mindful, almost to homage, of 
old age. How quickly any opportunity to render 
attentions is improved ; how the voice softens, and 
becomes musical ; and what an unpretending humil- 
ity is on their countenance when the old man 
answers them! These are sweet lights for that 
evening ; and happy they who take example, to gi>^ 
the aged about them all the lights their dim eyes 
may require, that at evening time it may be light. 

But Christianity goes further than philosophy. 
It looks on the aged as about to embark on a voy- 
age of discovery to better lands than Columbus ever 
beheld from his noble ship ; and there gathers around 
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them a wondering interest that would £iin see more 
of the morrow's sun that shall soon greet them. 
By the divine hope they cherish, at evening time 
it is light to them. 

There was a force and beauty in this metaphor 
which the peculiarities of our climate do not permit 
us to appreciate. There is something in the mag- 
nificence of the light of evening in oriental lands 
that has won the deepest admiration of travellers in 
all ages. There is a poetry, a romance, a music, in 
that moonlight, that affects all alike ; — the cultivated 
traveller and the rude Arab, who drink repose to the 
body from the coolness of the air that succeeds the 
sultriness of the day, and quiet to the mind from 
the sacredness which nature assumes when the flush 
of the sunset is over and gone. One of our own 
countrymen, who is now in Egypt, has described 
Bne of these magical evenings with a true poet's 
discernment. He says : 

" We seat ourselves on deck and drink to its ful- 
ness the palm of this indescribable repose. The 
sun goes down behind the Lybian Desert, in a broad 
glory of purple and rosy light ; the Nile is calm 
and unruffled ; the palms stand as if sculptured in 
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jasper and malachite, and the torn and ragged sides 
of the Arabian mountains, pouring through a hun- 
dred fissures the sands of the plains above, burn 
with a deep crimson lustre, as if smouldering from 
some inward fire. The splendor soon passes off, and 
thej stand for some minutes in dead, ashy paleness. 
The sunset has now deepened into orange, in the 
midst of which a large planet shines whiter than the 
moon. A second glow falls upon the mountains, 
and this time of a pale, but intense yellow hue, 
which gives them the effect of a transparent paint- 
ing. The palm-groves are dark below, and the sky 
dark behind them ; they alone, the symbols of 
perpetual desolation, are transfigured by the magical 
illumination. Scarcely a sound disturbs the solemn 
magnificence of the hour. Even our full-throated 
Arabs are sOent ; and, if a wave gurgles against 
the prow, it slides softly back into the rivef, 
as if rebuked for the venture. We speak but 
little, and then mostly in echoes of each other's 
thoughts. * This is more than mere enjoyment of 
nature,' said my friend, on such an evening ; ' it is 
prayer.* " 

And is it not thus mentally with the evening of 
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life, where the day has lost its glory, and the heart 
turns only to the solemn lights that transform the 
aspect of all things, and make them the symbolry of 
eternal beauty ? It is, indeed, prayer that then fills 
the soul. Every thought is a part of a celestial 
liturgy, and the hopes of the soul are the ritual of 
God. The man is not left to question the universe, 
and end in doubt and mystery; for Christ enters 
the door, as when he greeted his disciples, after 
his resurrection, saying " Peace be unto you ! " 0, 
what a light has evening, when the risen Jesus thus 
appears ! 

Possessing this divine hope, and rejoicing in the 
future, the soul is not left to conjure up from its 
own depth spectres for the night, but is at peace. 
The evening of old age has then its own lights, as 
when we hardly know that the day is gone till we 
see the stars, or the lights of home are lit. How 
beautiftil is evening when it is thus heralded ! 
Such is age when it has the pleasant things which 
are appropriate to its time, and retains some like- 
ness to the cheerfulness, buoyancy, and even the mer- 
riness, of youth. It keeps the sympathies open to 
the plea for new things ; it glides with the move- 
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ments of times and seasons ; it repels not youthM 
vivacity, because its own spirits are yet vivacious, 
and the mirth of childhood is as sweet as the sounds 
.of spring. 

At evening time it shall be light wherever the 
heart keeps young ; where it has not outlived the 
generosity of youth, the hopefulness of young man- 
hood, the daring trustfulness of vigorous years. 
Where such specimens of Christian old age are given 
to the family, they are centres of most touching 
interest. Their presence gives dignity to the home. 
They are the very apostles of veneration. Their 
chair is more than a throne ; for affection cares for 
it, and silent prayers sanctify it. The influence 
that goes out from thence is potential ; and the aged 
one, who deems himself or herself as useless, would 
find the revelation too great, were they to know how 
many interests centre in them, what a sacred charm 
lingers around their presence, what a happiness it is 
when a light can be lit to make their evening more 
pleasant and bright. 

But is there not a thought here that those -who 
are not old should improve ? Do we light all the 
pleasantness we can for the evening of age ? Do 
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we say, as the expression of a purpose, a solemn 
resolve, a vow for every day, to be religiously 
redeemed, — " At evening time it shall be light " ? 
What a greatness there is in that promise, when 
God utters it! His ^^ shall be" is the potential 
" Let there be light," and light was. We say, 
but do not. We resolve, but put not the resolution 
into action. The evening is not cheered with the 
lights we determined to fill and trim, and wo 
repeat the foolishness of the unwise virgins at the 
marriage festival. Let us ask, while yet the even- 
ing of life remains to some dear one, — while yet it 
may be cheered, — what more can I do? May not 
speech, looks, as well as deqds, contribute lights 
dear as the perfumed lamps of the hall of pleasure, 
sacred as the candles that burn upon the altar, com- 
forting as the stars running over with tenderness ? 
Happy are those sons and daughters who, when 
thinking of the aged about them, feel no reproach ; 
but have ever had the light ready for the heart as well 
as for the eye, and have been faithful to the dictates 
of nature and the teachings of religion. But it is not 
so with us all ; and, where the admonition is needed, 
0, let it be felt ! Be kind to the aged ! Sing 
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them the music they love to hear! Breathe the 
eong that brings back the pleasant past to them! 
It shall come back to thee in some hour when 
thou canst not sing^ and in thy evening time it 
shall be lighi ' 

21 
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BT MB8. H. A. LiySBMOKB. 

The Tyrian glories of the west 

Are fading, fading quite away, 
And, dropping down within his nest, 

The robin *s hushed his vesper laj. 
The whippoorwill 's begun h^ plaint, 

The moon is up behind the hill. 
And from the meadow cometh faint 

The low, sweet singing of the rill. 

How soft the airs go whispering by, 
Shaking sweet odors they have reft 

In gentle dalliance with the flowers, 

■ Whose dewy bosoms they have cleft ! 

Then let me lay my sheaves adown, 
Here, where the turf is green and high, 

Here, where the elm-tree spreads above. 
Between me and the " silver sky ? " 
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And while this tessellated light 

Falls round me through the o'er-arching shade, 
And while the music of the night, 

By bird, and rill, and breezes made. 
Comes with a soft and soothing power 

To one o'erwearied and o'erwrought, 
I '11 drink the blessed influence in 

With which this evening hour is fraught. 

Thanks for the mild and dewy eve. 

Which sets the child of labor free, 
Which brings so sweet a pause to toil. 

And bids grim, cankering care to flee ; 
And thanks, dear Lord of earth and heaven, 

Who lead'st our feet o'er life's rough way, 
That on there speeds an hour of rest, 

That there 's an evening to life's day ! 
O, when life's twilight hour shall come, 

We '11 rest, nor feel nor care nor pain, 
And wake on an eternal morn, 

Free from all weariness and stain ! 
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BT MRS. M. C. ORAMNI88. 

" Above all things, taking the shield of faith." 

Faultless and beautiful was not Ida, daughter of 
this western land, 

Yet in the lustre of her soul-lit eye a world of 
inspiration beamed. 

Varying, and brilliant as the orient clouds of sum- 
mer's morn, 

Telling, like them, of the bright sun behind, — 

The sun of rising genius ! 

A joyous thing seemed life to her young heart, so 
well attuned to nature's music ; 

Down to its inner shrine sank the soft breathing 
tones, 

And there she worshipped most adoringly ! 

Few were her spring-tide years, all rife with hope 
and love. 
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Without one lesson, from the sterner wisdom of the 

world, — 
That world of cold formality, and selfish pride ! 
Thus Ida grew a child of impulse, wayward oft, 
Yet with a heart whose every chord vibrated 

sweetly. 
At the slightest touch of tenderness and love ! 
Her near companions were the birds and flowers. 
And petlings of her father's flocks ; 
And naught of beauty, from the tiniest leaf or 

shell, 
But found in her a warm, admiring friend. 
How oft, when summer's sun grew hot in its 

intensity, — 
The " dim old woods " her chosen haunt, — 
There would she sit beside some murmuring stream, 
List to its singing waves, and watch the shining 

fish. 
In sportive frolic gay beneath the crystal surface 

bright ! 
Then, climbing up some mossy bank, with branching 

vines o'erhung. 
On its soft velvet couch recline, and gaze, and 

listen, and dream on ; 
21* 
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Or, if, perchanoe, some favorite book were hers, 
The hoars flew by on swifbest wing, while, lost to 

outward things, 
She roamed, in fancy, 'mid some gorgeous eastern 

scene. 
Or yielded up her soul to thought profound ! 
Thus days passed on, blest with affection's light, 
'Mid rural scenes she so much loved; and where 

her soul 
Drank in such uiaughts, from out the brimming 

cup at beauty's fount. 
That one day, all unconsciously, it gushed in song, — 
A simple lay, caught from the lovely objects of her 

valley home. 
New light was round her being thrown ! Poesy's 

deep fount unsealed. 
Her heart grew vocal with its joy, and warbled 

forth, in strains 
Sweet as the wild bird's carol of her native groves. 
Fond eyes now gazed on her with pride, and pure 

hearts listened with delight 
To the soft lays she trilled, songs of her own wild 

hills, 
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And dear familiar scenes of the home-world she 

loved; 
Till the now timid, shrinking girl became the 

ruling star 
Of that sequestered vale. Nor only there : 
Stray beams of light, *' pure emanations of a*mind 

refined," — 
So judged the critic's pen, — streamed like a goldon 

thread 
E'en to the cities' throng, — throwing along its 

dusty way 
Fresh songs, .of babbling brooks, and cooling rural 

• shades, 
Awakening admiration and desire, to see the fur 

unknown unveiled. 

But time flew swiftly on, and then a change, — 
A sudden turning of her heart's deep waves into 

another channel. 
Pair Ida loved ! Loved with the fervor of a noble 

soul ! 
Wild breathings of intenser bliss were hers. 
And dreams of more than mortal beauty floated 

round her soul. 
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Alas ! She saw bat through the veil of ideality, 
Nor deemed her chosen one aught else than yivid 

&ncy painted. 
False artist she ! Soon, all too soon, the dazzling 

colors &ded, 
When she awoke to cold reality, and found her idol 

day! 
Her hopes fast withered with her bridal wreath ; 
Each day a flower she missed, on which her heart 

had doted ; 
A selfish soul and narrow views were his, 
Without one moral lineament her fancy wrought. 
Life's cup grew bitter to her lips ! And o'er her 

heart 
Now backward rolled the tide of chilled affection, 
Flooding it with an anguish dark and deep ! 
Awhile she bowed in tears, and wounded sensibility 
Sent the keen dart of suffering through her frame; 
Then, with a fearful effort, proudly rose 
Scorn on her lip, but gnawing grief within ; 
Then onward, with undaunted step, she trod through 

spacious halls 
Where science reigns supreme, and bathed her rigid 

brow 
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In claflsic streams, drinking in knowledge 

With insatiate thirst, till loftier swelled the numbers 

of her lyre ; 
But ever, in its breathings now, a strange wild 

under-tone was heard, — 
A wail as for a broken heart ! Alas ! her soul was 

dark! 
But never miser hoarded shining gold, to enrich his 

secret stores, 
With more insatiate eagerness 
Than did Ida of the shaded brow strive to accumulate 
The jewels Elnowledge spread before her grasping 

mind. 
And she lods rich in these ; and gloated, with a 

strange delight. 
Over her treasured gems. But coldly swept the 

current of her woman's heart beneath; 
And all the wealth she thus possessed would freely 

have been given. 
If with such sacrifice she could have gained 
Her once fresh life, and happy, sunny heart I 

Change cometh oft to all ; and Ida, a^r years of 
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In a home made wretched by the one who should 

have been its light, 
Found the ideal of her youthful dream ! 
A brilliant star was Herbert, — shining unrivalled 
Mid the glittering galaxy, in the great firmament of 

Mind! 
Deep sank his spirit-tones in music on her heart. 
Till the dim altar kindled with returning light ! 

Again she loved; but with a passion allabsorb- 

ing,— 
Soul for soul, — such as an angel might, all-sinless, 

cherish 
For a congenial seraph-mind ! 
And he, entranced with her high soul, so fail of 

thought refined. 
Bowed at her shrine ; and in his inmost heart 
Were registered vows of life-long devotion ! 

An inmate of her home, he saw his own proud soul 
Reflected in her burning glance. His searching eye 
Soon marked the icy weight that rested on her heart; 
And, looking further down, he saw the waves of 
deep affection. 
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Pent, and struggling on, in their wild dash against 

the adamantine walls 
Her woman's pride had reared ; when no complaint 

escaped her lips, 
Nor pity nor condolence were received. 
He saw the grandeur of her Sabine soul, so wrought 

in beauty 
By endurance stern, and purified by grief; — 
All this he saw ; and wondered, lost in admiration, 

as he viewed. 
A /frenzy seized his soul! — •. another vow in haste 

was written there, 
Of hate to him whose niggard heart knew not the 

value of tlie gem, 
The beauteous gem, intrusted to his care ! 
" That jewel should be his to wear ! " How whirled 

his brain. 
And madl^ leaped the crimson tide within his heated 

^ veins! 
" Did she not love hipi well ? Was not his life 

bound u£ in hers ? 
'Appealing to the law, she should be free, — free to 

accept Aw love]"' 
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Thus reasoned he, — or, rather, blindly strove with 

fete,— 
Not recking the stem voice, that spoke, in solemn 

tones. 
Above the noise of these conflicting passions wild — 
Thy voice, upbraiding Conscience ! 

O, Ida ! heart sore tried ! Thou woman of the mind 

illumed ! 
'Canst now withstand this eloquence of pleading 

love. 
When thy heart's finest chords are thrilling soft 

responses 
To the breathings of his own ? 
A moment of unutterable thought ! — a conflict, still, 

yet fearful ! 
See, she falters ! And now angels weep, as, kneel- 
ing on the brink 
Where yawns a dark abyss, forward she bends to 

grasp the cup 
Of an unhallowed union ! But, stay ! Her hands 

are raised to Heaven, 
And guardian spirits smile with hope, as, pale and 

tearful, 
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Yet more calm, she rises up, in all the dignity of 

woman, pure and true. 
"Herbert, it must not — cannot be!" her voice 

serene replies ; 
" Henceforth, this passion slumbers in my breast. 
Dead to thy love this heart shall be, — ay, dead to 

thee! 
What if, as thou hast said, he whom I made my 

young heart's idol 
Hath cruelly deceived, and crushed my love ? 
Shall I inflict a wrong on him, and stamp my better 

life 
With the red brand of shame ? 
Nay, nay ! I cannot, will not yield consent ! 
Though the past hours have found me weak, I am 

myself again, 
And push away the tempting lure to sin ! 
But in that holier sphere, whence every purer ema- 
nation comes, 
And toward which all spirit-aspirations tend, — there 

may we meet. 
Enjoying sweeter, holier oonmaune than this earth 

can give ! 
22 
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Till then, O, let us labor, strive and pray, to be 

through mortal life preserved 
From wild temptation's power; and upward rise, 

unto a loftier stage 
Of patient duty, and of heavenly faith ! " 
And Ida*s brow grew more angelic in its hallowed 

light; 
More peaceful throbbed her heart, now strengthened, 

and prepared 
For noble acts of self-denying sacrifice in life. 

Forth from her -presence Herbert went, with bless- 
ings on his lips, — 

With higher, purer aims, — to do and suffer for the 
weal of man; 

Humbled and chastened, to become an instrument 
for good. 

In the All-Father's hands, to suffering, wronged 
humanity. 

Years found him faithM in his work; and men 
looked up to him with gratitude, 

As unto one superior in wisdom and in truth,— 
friend, benefactor 

Of his kind! 
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And now from Ida's golden harp arose more thrill- 
ing strains, — 

Songs of rich, soul-full harmony, — the utterings of 
a heart redeemed 

From passion, selfishness and pride ! 

Fame wove for her a coronal, where the green myr- 
tle and fresh laurel were entwined. 

But no! the proffered chaplet she refused to 
wear ; — 

Nobler the boon her spirit sought — a self-approving 
heart! 

Full well she knew the chaplet soon would fade, 

Without conferring the true happiness or peace she 
sought. 

Still she sang on ; and louder swelled the numbers 
of her lyre. 

Till men of sin and foul oppression quailed before 
its trumpet-tone ! 

Then, with a softer, soothing strain, b]j§ breathed 
sweet words 

Of hope and comfort to the mourner's heavy heart : 

And eyes, oft dimmed with sorrowing tears, beamed 
now 

With gratitude and hope, her lays had kindled ; 
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And blessings, like the breath of holy incense, were 

o'er her pathway strewn ! 
Twice had she borne the test of Faith, — repulsing 



And desire for fame. Looking beyond the world s 

applause. 
She strove to raise the fallen ones of earth, — to 

labor 
For the good of all within her sphere, — to elevate 

and bless her race. 
Meekly and holily her soul drew forth its noble 



To fi)rward on the work; and, 'neath the genial 

influence of her faith. 
Even he, the stem and selfish one, was so^ned 

quite ; 
With tears of penitence and self-reproach, confessed 

the hallowing work 
Her life'»8weet mission for his soul had wrought ! 

And was she happy ? Ay, serenely so ! A purer 

joy was hers. 
Born from the wrestlings of her heart, while wild 

temptation 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IDA. — THE TEST OF FAITH. 257 

Had been overcome. A noble victory ibis ; but will 

she fail, at last ? 
One trial still, more bitter than the past, awaits her 



A glorious child was she, the infant Ida ! 

And round that mother's heart the chain of deep 

maternal love 
Was tightly bound, with links inseparable ! Life of 

her life, 
Soul of her soul, was that sweet child to her ! 
Alas, pale mother with the anxious brow ! watch yet 

more tenderly 
That blossom frail ! For, ere the early mom hath 



Those snowy petals will be closed in death ! 

He came, tllat messenger of dread ! a messenger of 

T/)ve, -— r 
Though clothed in darkness to the mother's eye, — 
A.nd with an icy hand touched the sweet fragile 

flower ! 
Then silent drooped the little head ; the pearly leaves 

were folded up, 
22* 
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And to the dust descended ! Bat the pure essence 

of its spirit-life 
Was borne aloft to the bright bowers of heaven, 
Still to bloom on, in Mr perennial beauty, evermore ! 

Poor Ida saw not this; her sorrowing eye gazed 

only on the form 
Of faded loveliness laid low ! 

Tottering she sank beneath the fearfnl blow ! Her 

heart-strings snapt ! 
Life was to her a dark, blank void ; and reason, for 

a season, fled ! 
Shall her life's sun be quenched in dread despair ? 
Arise, star of Faith ! Thou beam of light cUvine ! 
Shine now upon her darkened soul, and bid the 

shadows fly ! 

Dawn came at length, — cloudy, heart-&intly, and 

but feebly came, — 
And with a gradual light dispersed the night of 

gloom! 
Then Ida from the couch of suffering rose, — so pale, 

yet calm, — 
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And, with a trembling firame, bowed down submis- 
sive at the throne of God, 

Laying her weary, way-worn heart upon the altar of 
His love ! 

TrustM she looked above ; and, like a tired child, 

Leaned on the gentle, pitying Saviour's breast, — 
finding the peace 

All-hallowing that her spirit humbly sought ! 

No mourning garb she wore ; no dark ftmereal-pall 

enshrouded now her heart. 
There all was light and peaceful, calm, and filled 

with holy joy ! 
Then angels, hovering near, swept forth on snowy 

pinions, bearing up 
The priceless sacrifice — a heart perfected in its 

trust! 
And Ida lived for Heaven ! Still brighter grew her 

faith. 
Till, with seraphic wings, she floated on to join her 

loved at home ! 
And hearts bewailed her early flight, — shrining her 

name 
Among the precious gems of earth, — 
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Moorning her deeping lyre ; not knowing tliat its 

golden strings 
Were ringing forth celestial music in that higher 

sphere, 
The Spirit's Fatherland ! 
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